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pa 


EXT PARXING LOT DAWN 


A guy's tortured face. 


MORT RAIHEY sits in the driver's seat of his car, knuckles white 
on the wheel. Frozen. His face is wet with tears. 


Ha wipes hia cheaks in irritetion, puts the car in gear ard 
steps on the gas, pulling out of the parking lot he's beer 
parked in. We roli with him, still staring at his face as he 
hauls around a corner and ont onto the road, into a mid-winter 


snow storm, just after dawn. 


Suddenly he CURSES, double-«foots the brakes, stops abruptly in 
the middle of the road, site there for a moment -- 


=- and puts the car in reverse. He backs right back into the 
parking lot, back to the very spot he was before, where he comes 
to a atop. He freezes with his hand on the gear shift -- 


-- then puts it in park and climbs out of the car, leaving the 
door hanging open, the car BINGING at him about the keys, tha 
lights, you‘re doing evarythizng wrong. 


Hort walks across the parking lot -- still doesn't want to go, 
still can’t stop. Ha’s headed for tha doors of a strip motel, 
the kind whare you park your car in front of your room, a twelve- 
cabins-twelve-vacancies kind of place. 


Re walks straight toward door number 6, tba only door with a car 
parked in front of it. Two care, as a matter of fact. He walks 
right between them, up to the door of the room, and tries the 
handla softly. Locked, of course. 


He thinks for a moment, then turns and walks off to the left. 

We atay «here we are, watch as he walks toward the lighted motel 
offices at the end of the row. Mort goes inside, the door 
JINGLES, we see through the window as he walks behind tha 
unattended front countar, He’ takes something off thea wall, 
turns and walks back out, holding a key. 


Just as he laaves, we see a MANAGER in a tee shirt come out from 
the back reom, locking around to gee what happened. 


Ha figures it out and takes off after Mort, but by that time 
Hort is alraady back at tha door to number 6 again, Ha slidas 
the key into the lock, turas the handle and shoves the door 
open, bardar than he intended to. 


Int MOTEL ROOM DAWN 2 


The door BANGS off the cheap drywall, and as the morning light 
spills into the room ve gat a look at tha instrument of Mort's 


torture, 


2. , 02/12/2003 
CONTINUED: 


We can't be sure, of course, but it's a pratty good bet it's the 
NAKED COUPLE asleep in the twisted, love-atained sheets. Well, 
they ware asleap, now they're swake and all hell breaks Loose. 


They're horrified, shocked and caught and humiliated. 


There's so mich noise and jumping around there's no point 
writing down the dialogue, because we can’t make out more than a 
word or two of it anyway. But all the words have basn shouted 
bafore verbatim, and by the way Mort is yelling at the Nakad 
Woman and the Naked Man is screaming at Mort to calm down we can 
tell who got fucked over and who did the fucking. 


And now the Motel Manager arrives and jumps into the mix, 
SHOUTING and waving just like the others, God whet a mses. 


It’s sweaty and ugly and painful, so we pull back the vay we 
came, out the door of tha room, back into the snow-driven 
parking lot, leaving them to themselves. 


Another couple walks past the room, the WOMAN slows down, 
strains fer a look at the wreck, the GUY pulls her along, are 


you crazy? 
The door SLAMS shut in our faces. 


Into some rooms you should never look. 
CUT To: 


EXT TASHMORE LAKE DAY 3 


Derk shapes slither under the glassy surface of a mountain lakes. 
We fly cover the laka, thinking the shapes are fish, but they're 
too big, too long and scary and twisted for lake fish. Maybe 


they're not really there. 


Six Months Later 


We fly toward a house at the edga of the laka, a nice little 
cabin somebody built for themselves., Winter's over, it’s a 
beautiful spring day and the windows are opan, so we glide 
through one of them. 


INT CABIW ~ STUDY DAY 4 
Inside the house, we're in a study, the room with tbe best view, 
its walls lined with books and bound periodicals, The desk is 
piled high with crap, this guy's not a filar. There's a 
computer on the desk, some words on the screen, we nose close 
enough to read them, 


3. 02/12/2003 
CONTINUED: 


Four days after George had confirmed to bis 
own satisfaction that kis wife was cheating 
on him, de confronted ber. "IT havs to talik 
to you, Abby,” te raid. “I 


The cursor blinks accusingly at the tail of that unfinished 
thought, the rest of the screen is blank. There's a beat up old 
leathar chair near the desk and a small deg asleep in it -~ 
RUMP, a friendly old spaniel with a graying muzzle. We turn, 
look through the opan door of the study and ase into the living 
room, whare the unwriter of the unfinished atory is also asleep, 


on the couch. 


Mort's pot an about six years in the past six months, and the 
overlong midday nap he’s buried in doesn't help. Yeah, thore's 


ried drool, 


A ENOCK on the front door gets no response from Mort but it 
draws our attention. Approaching the docr, we sea a DARK FIGURE 
move to the window naxt to the door. The drapes are drawn so we 
just see a silhouette as the figure tries to peer through the 
window. Then it moves back to the door. 


Another knock, londer now. And then, surprisingly, the doorknob 
turns a few times, stopped by the lock. This quy wants in. 


A third Knock, really n pounding, is abruptly ent off as Kort 
jarks the decor opsn, revealing tha man on the porch. 


EXT PORCH DAY 5 
~ 


JOHN SHOOTER looks about forty-five, very thin, a calm face, \ 
almost serens, but carved vith deep lines. Se wears a blus work $ 
shirt, buttoned all the way to the racor-reddened flesh of his 
neck. Jeans {cuffed}, yellow work shoes. 


But it’a the hat that catches your attention. It's a big black | 
one, à Found crown planted aqvarely on bis head, sort of like 


the kind Puakers wore. 


Mort stands thera, still waking up, only halfway into the real 
world. €&bheeter speaks first. 


SHOOTER 
You stole my story. 


Mort blinks. Huh? 


SHOOTER (cont’d) 
You stola my story and something's got 
to be done about it. Right is right 
end fair is fair and something has to 
be done. 


en ee 


4. 02/12/2003 


CORTINVED: 5 


Mort opens bis mouth, finds nothing to say, and closes it again. 


SHOOTER (cont'd) 
Well? 


KORT 
{finally} 


= 


[no voice, clears his throat} 
I don’t xXnow you. 


SHOOTER 
I know that. That doesn't matter. I 
know you, Mr. Rainey. That’s what 
matters. You stole my story. 


Ea holds out his hand, and it's got something in it. Mort 
flinches, but it's only a stack of papar., A manuscript. 


HORT 
I don't read manusori- 


BHOOTER 
You read this cone already. 
(atating a simple fact} 
You stole it. 


Unhsrving. Mort looks out to bis long driveway. Nobody else 
there. Nobody around at all, just an extra car parked in his 
driveway, an old station wagon with out o? state plates. 


MORT 
{back to Shooter} 
I oan assure you~ 


SHOOTER 
I know you can. I knor that. I don't 
want ta he asaured, 


BORT 
{sounding a bit pompous and 
hating it) 
Tf you want to talk to someone about 
game grievance you feel you have, you 
could call my literary agent in- 


SHOOTER 
This is betwean you and ma. 


Bump the dog limps inte the doorway, wagging his tail 
enthusiastically. 


LE 0271272003 
CONTINUZD: {2) 5 


SHOOTER {cont'd} 
We don’t need any outsiders, Mr. 
Rainey. It is strictiy between you and 
me. 


HORT 
T don't lika being accused of 
plagiariam, if that’s what you're 
doing. 


Bump makap arthritic atteapts to befriend Shooter. 


WORT (cont'd) 
Sump, go inside. 


Bump does. 


SHOOTER 
I don't blame you for not liking it. 
But you did it. You stole my story. 


HORT 
You'll have to leave. I have nothing 
to say to you. 


SHOOTER 
Yeah, I'll go. We'll talk more later. 


He holds out tha manuscript. Mort's reflexes make him reach for 
it, but he pulls his hand back. 


HORT 
I'm not taking that. 


SHOOTER 
Won't do you any good to play games i 
with mea, Mr. Rainey. This has got to f 
be sottlad. i 


MORT 
$ò far as I'n concerned, it is. 


He stepa beck ingide and closes the door. 


INT CASIN DAY 6 


Mort freezes right next to the doar as soon ag it's closed. He 
holda his breath and waits for aithber the knock ta coma or 
footateps to trail away. But he hears neither. Shooter is just 
standing there. 


Bump sits by the door, staring up at Nort ~- are wa going out or 
staying in? 


FM pei ay, 


$. 02/22/2003 
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Finally, there is a soft THUMP, followed by work shoes on porch, 
then work shoes on gravel. Nort goes to the window and tonches 


the curtain aside. 


Through the window, he sees Shooter crunching across the 
driveway toward bis car. Fron this angle, Mort can make out the 
license plate's state cf issue ~- Mississippi. 


Shooter opens the door, gets behind the wheel, tossea hig hat on 
the seat nert to him. Hs starts the oar, puts it in reverse, 
and backs all the way down the driveway, cat to the road. 


Mort sighs. That's over. But then a worrlscme thought crogses 
his mind. He looks back at the door. 


EXT FRONT FORCE DAY 7 


Shooter's nanuseript sits on the front porch, a rock resting on 
top of the title page to keep it from blowing away. ‘The edges 
of the pages flutter in the wind. 


Mort stands on the front porch, barefoot, hands in the pockets 
of hig khaki pants, looking down at it. Hard to tell how long 
he's been standing like this, just staring at the thing. 


He looks up the driveway, makes sure Shooter really is gone. Ha 


squats down next to the manuscript, wants to yet a closer look 
but doesn't want to touch it. He picks up the rock, tosses it 


into the bushes. 


The title page blows off the stack, blown by the breeze, and 
Mort catches it. He turna it around and reads it. 


Secret Winadew, Secret Garden 
by Jobn Shooter 


Mort breathes a little sigh of relief. 


HORT 
Naver heard of you, pal. 


He scoops up the rest of the manuscript -- 
INT KITCHEN DAY 8 
~~ and tosses it out in tha kitchen trash can. 


MORT 
Never heard of your story. 


He waphes his hands in the sink, os if to sorub it off himself ~a 


16 


as 02/12/2003 


INT LIVING ROOM DAY 
=- pnd Flops hack down on the couch. 


MORT 
How where was I... 


He rolla over and resumes his nap. 


Sump curls up next to the oouch and resumes her nap too. 
cur TO: 


Int CABIN ~ STUDY DAY 16 
Mort stares blankly out the window. He's at his desk, in frent 


of the computer. Next day, maybe? A clock TICKS ebove hin. 
It's 16:26. Somewhere upstaira, a VACUUM CLEANER drones. 


Cut an the lake, tvo motorboats leave wide white wakes behind 
them, kids grab-aasing, playing chicken. 


Those TICKS are too damn loud. Mort looks up at the clock. 
Still 10:26. 


He turns and locks at Bump, who is asleep in the leather chair 
next to the desk, apparently her writing spot. 


MORT 
Why do I have to do all the work? 


Bump lifts his bead sleepily, locka at Mort. Are we writing? 


MORT (cont'd) 
I'm open to ideas, here. 


Bump puts his head back down. Mart looks back at the computer 
screeoh. Still that same unfinished sentence. 


“I bave to talk to you, Abby,” fe said. “I 


Mort icoks back up at the clock. Hey, whaddye know, it's 10:27. 
Time flies. 


Upstairs, the vacuum cleaner shuts off. 


Struck hy ingepiraticon, Mort highlights the mini-paragraph he has 
written. 


And deletes it. Now the whole screen iz blank. Ha Looks back 
at Hump. 


10 
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8. 02/12/2003 
16 


Se A p i hyre 


CONTINUED: 


HORT {cont'd} 
Better, right? 


Bump sighs. From the other room, Mort hears a serias of loud, 
clanking THUMPS as somebody drags the vacuum cleaner downstairs. 
Staring at the blank screen, Mort bobs kis head in time to tha 
THUMFS ~~ ka~bump, ka-bump, ka-bump, I'll go insane if I zit 
here much longar. 


IRT KITCHEN DAY 11 ! 


In the kitchen, Mort taksa a can of Coke out of the fridge and 
knocks it shut with his hip. Hse notices a stack of paper on the 
counter and bends over, not recognizing it. It's spotted with 
erange juice and a few ceffasa grounds, but the title page is 


still clear: 


Secret Window, Secret Garden 
by John Shooter 


How'd it do that? He threw it ont. In the background, MRS. \ 
GAVIN, the cleaning lady, brings the canister vacuum to a crash- 
landing on the living room floor, visible through the open door. 


Mrs. Gavin treats Mort with the overly Kind, somewhat irritating Fá 
poncern one gives a victim of a terminal diszeass. 


HRS. GAVIN 
I found ona of your stories in the 
trash, Mr. Rainey. I thought you might 
want it, so I put it on the counter. 


` NORT 
I së that. 


Curious, he turns ever the title page and picks up the 
manuscript. As he reads the first few sentences, we creep 
closer to his face and hear his inner voice: 


MORT (V.0.} (CONT'D) 
fodd Downey thought that a wowan who 
would #taal your love whan your love 
Was really ali you Bad was not auch of 
a woman. 


Mort's brow furrowe. His voice reads on. 


MORT (¥.0.) {(CONT’D) 
He therefore decidsd to Kill ber. He 
Would do ir in tha deep corner formed 
whers the houses and barn cane together 
St an extreme angie. 


B 


li 


92/12/2003 
ii 
CONTISUED: 


A leok approaching panic crosses Mort‘a face. 


HORT (¥V.0,) (CONT'D) 
He would do dt where his wita kept Bar 
garden, tha gardes she loved wore chan 
she lowed din. 


Mort's arm twitches out away from him, almost involuntarily -- 


MORT {vont‘d) 
oh shit. 


~~ and he slams the manuscript back down on the counter, just to 
get it away from him, knocking over his can o? Coke in the 
process. 


KORT (cont’ dj 
Oh SHIT! 


Mrs. Gavin comes in a hurry, sorveys the situation, sees that 
it’s just spilled Coke, and grabs a towel. 


MRS. GAVIE 
Thank God. Fron the sound of you I 
thought you'd cut. your own throat] Let 
mS get this, that's my job. 


HORT 
I'm sorry, I- 


He moves out of the way, and the first thing she does is pick up 
tha manuscript and put it back in his hands. Mort looks down at 
the fucking thing in irritation, can’t get away from it. Row 
it's stained with Coke toc. 


HRS. GAVIN 
I'll take care of this, Mr. Rainey, you 
go on hack to work, Everybody's 
waiting for your naxt opus, ma 
ineluded. 


, _ SORT 
I didn't write this. 


MAS. GAVIN 
{moving to the sink) 
‘Sovre. 


KORT 
It's not mine, 


MRS. GAVIN 
Oh. I thenght it wag. 
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11 CONTINUED: (2} Li 


HORT 
Wo, it saya John Shooter. Right kera. 


He holds up the title page and she favors it with a polite, 
alightly confused glance, 


NRS. GAVIN 
Ab hah. Thought it was one of those 
whatchacallums, Pseudonames. Or oyms. 


NoRtT 
I don’t use one. I never bava. 


MRS. GAVIN 
I can't imagine why you would. If I 
could write stories lika you I wouldn't 
hide bahind some made up name, that's 
for sure. 


MORT 
Somebody else wrote this story. 


MRS. GAVIN 
Okey dokey then. 


She bends down to clean up tha soda on tha floor. 
Mert looks at the atory, still in his hands. He's afraid of it. 


cur TO; 
12 INT STUDY LAY 12 
A chair BANGS down on the floor of the study, next to the book 
pase wall. 


CLOSE ON the spine of a book on a top shelf -- “Svarybody Drops 
the Dime,“ the author's last name is Rainey. A hand grabs it. 


The book THUNES down on the desk, turns toward us. Full 
auther’s nama on the front cover -= Morton Rainey. Plus the 
word "Stories," f 


Mort's finger skims the tabla of oontents. About a dozan 
stories hara. The finger stops at one called “Sowing Season.” 


Pages riffle by, stop at the first pags of “Sowing Season.“ 
Hort stares down at tha page, dosen't bother to it. Two push- 


ins now, ons toward the page, one toward Mort's face as he reads 
it. Again, his inner voice: 


A E E MAS Tae dn RO A 


12 
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CONTINUED: iz 


NORT (V.0.} 
A woman who would steal your love wien 
your love was all you had wasn’t muck 
of a woman ~~ thet, et least, was Tonmy 
Havelock 's opinion. 
(aloud, a balf-~-whisper) 
Be decidad to kili her. 


Mort saga into the chair, still reading. 


MORT (cont ‘d} 

Puck me. +. 

(inner voice again} 
Ee even knew the place be would do it, 
the exact place: 

(aloud) 
tha littia patch of garden 

{innar voice) 
she kept in the axtreme angle formad 
where the houge and the barn came 
together. The garden she loved pors 
than she lovad bis, 


Mort sits forward sgain, SLAPS Shooter's story down on the desk 
on his left, tha book next to it on his right. 


He reads. Compares sentences, 


Pages flip, middle of ths story now. Things are moving faster, 
jumpy. 


More pages, near the end, Mort's face is aweaty, he's grinding 
his teath. 


Last page, shit, this got worse and worss, he shoves them both 
away from him and sits back, breathing hard. He starea for a 
moment, whockad still -- 


-- and then anaps out of it and starts searching the desk, 
almost frantic. Doors rip open, are rifled and slammed shut, 
papers overturned, swept asids. Dig, dig, dig, past junk mail, 
paper clips, cancalled checks, old Doritos. Finally, lifting up 
a thick, heavily marked manusoript, he unsarths the mother lode. 


A adun-~faded, nearly flattened old pack of LéM's. Mort lets go a 
heppy GASP, picks them up and pokes them opar. 


Three cigarettes are lined up neatly inside, only a little 
squashed, 


A match flares, touches the tip, Mort sucks hard and the tobacco 
CRACEKELES with age. 


cl echt eaten eae e Ha TE he let ee ae is EAR 


12 
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CONTINUED: (2) 12 


Mort sits back in the chair, exhales a cloud around his head. 


A thonght is right there in the front of his brain. He turns 
and looks at Bump, gives the thought breath. 


EKORT (cont'd) 
{a touch defensive} 
I didn’t steal it. 


Bump just ptares back. 


MRS. GAVIN (0,8.} 
Mr. Rainey? 


Mort looks up, startled. Mrs. Gavin ig in the doorway, jecket 
ep, purse in band. Mort darts the cigarattea hand down below the 


desk so she doesn’t see. 


MRS. GAVIN joont‘ 4d} 
I'm all done. 


MOR? 
Okay, thanks. Thanks a lot. See you 
next tine, 


He looks hack down, hoping sha’ll leave, but she stays there for 
a gpoment. She SNITFS the air lightly, then looks at him with 


big sad eyes. 
She SIGHS and be looks back up. 


MRS. GAVIN 
Mr. Rainey, I just wart to say- 


MORT 
(no, please don'ti 
Oh... 


MRS. GAVIN 
Soms women don’t know a good thing when 
they got it. Some vowen don't know 
thay got the whole world when it's 
right in front of tbair nose. There, 
that's it, not another word from me. 
Would you liks me to make you something 
to eat? 


NORT 
Hope, thanks, I'm good, thank you, 
that'll do it, saa you next tine, 
thanks. 


12 
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CONTINUED: {3} 12 


MRS. GAVIN 
You're a good man, Mr. Rainey., 


She aniffe once more, shakes har head sympathetically, and 
Leaves. Immediately, Mort brings the cigarette back up and 
takes another deep drag. He looks down at the two stories on 
his desk. Back over at Bump, whe is staring at him accusingly. 


HORT 
I didn‘t ateal it. 
ITET LIVING ROON DAY 13 
BANG! The door from the study smacks open, Mort staggers into 
the living room, dizzy from the smoke, aucking the cigarette 
haze in here with him. He starta for the kitchen, spots the 
couch =~ 


~~ and swervas in mid-stride right toward it. He barks his shin 
on the coffee table on the way, CURSES under hia breath, strips 
his bulky wristwatch off his wrist, dumps it on the table and 
collapses ents ths couch, fate it, almost, as if ita gravity is 
three times that of the rest of tha planet. It pulls hin right 
down into its deepest racesses, his face buries in pillow. 


Bump harumphs to the floor in front of the fireplace, always 
game for 4 nap. Mort catches eyes with hin. 


HORT 
Did I? 
And his eyes roll back into his head ag aleep sucks hin in. 
CUT TO SLACK, 
IS THE TOTAL BLACK, 14 


we hear a man valkiag, scraping his way through hard, rustly 
stalks of something. He's in a -~ 


BZT CORN FIELD DAY 15 


~~ Corn field, and the person walking is Mort. He seems lost 
among the tall rows of corn, can't find his bearings. He feels 
something gharp and locks down at bis arm. A lins of blood 
traces through the torn sleeve of his shirt. SHe‘s puzzled. 


Wincing, he locks down at his cther arm. The sharp corn tassies 
are scraping him, another line of blood peeps through his left 
sieeve as he looks. He shoves the sleeve up, revesling not just 
one but a half a dozen watches on his wrist, and avery one shows 
a different time, 


Tv taser ey ae 


is 


Jé 
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CONTINUED: 13 


Ahead of him, the corn on both sides of the row shakes and 
yustles. AMY RAINEY, wid-thirties, the female half of the naked 


couple from the opening, steps cut from one side. 


John Shooter staps out from the other. Both of them hold 
knives. 


SHOOTER . 
I’m confident I can take care of this 


business. 


They waik toward him. 


SHOOTER {coat d) 
I'm sure that, in time, your death will 
be a mystery. 


AMY 
Even to us. 


Mert turns to run, but a hand, Amy's hand, reaches out and grabs 
him by the belt. Ha falls to the ground, sees only dirt and 
dark down here at the bottom of the stalka, but then there's 
something bright, brilliant-bright, it's a knife. 


Shocter hands it to Amy, he grabs Mort's facea roughly and forces 
open his right eye. Amy raises the knife, Mort SCREAMS, the 
knife flashes across his eyeball and just ès suddenly as 
everything went black it suddenly flashes -- 


INT LIVING ROOK BAT 16 


=- white and loud, really loud, a ball ringing, like a glass 
bell, on and on and it won't stop. Mort's eyes pop opan wids 
ard he sucks in his breath and now he's bathed in sweat and 
panic and has no idea where he ia or how such time has passed, 
but the reason for the sweat and the bright is easy enough, it's 
the blinding midday sun, pulverizing his face through the big 
living room windows. The ringing stops. 


Mort sits up, looks a wreck. The ring again, but this time a 
regular ring, a telephone. Re answers. 


HORT 
inap volge) 
'le? 
AMY [{0.5.} 
Helle, Mort. 


Mort freezes, and that visible blanche combined with the woman's 
voice should tell us it's the ex. 


wan ane 
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@ 16 CONTINUED: — 16 
{ AMY {0.8.) (CONT'D) 
Bella? 
HORT 
Yaak. 
AMY (0.B.) 
Are you all right? 
MORT 
Of courae I'm all right. Why wouldn't 
I be all right? 
17 IWF AMY'S KITCHEN DAY i? 


Clase on Amy Rainey's face. She's sitting at the table in her 
kitchen, a cordless phene pressa to her ear. She's tense, not 
an enjoyable call for her either. 


AMY 
I don't know, I -- it's jnst, you're 
alone up thers, anything could happen 
and nobody would know. 


$ NORT (0.8.} 
; I'd kaew. 


ANY 
Right. 


18 INT MORT'S LIVING ROCK DAT 18 


An avkward paute. Mort wipes his forebead. Looks at his hand, 
it’s dripping sweat. He softens his tone. 


MORT 
t'm fine. 


AMY ({0.8.) 
Hey, what's up with the roof? Did Greg 
Carstairs aver gat off his ass and- 


MORT 
Why'd you call, Amy? 


13 INT AMY'S KITCHEN DAY 19 


Further back from her now, seeing the whole kitchan. It's nice, 
this is an expensive houses someplace. Amy's on the phone in the 
~ background. In the foreground, a few pictures hang on a wall. 
: Weird apacea in the picture wall, some have bean taken down 
o. recently and thers hasn't been enough new living yet to fill the 
spaces. 
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8. 02/12/2003 
13 


CONTINUED: 


AKT 
Cut past tha bullshit, bub? 


No answer. She gets up and walks toward ua, 


ABY (cont'd) 

I had one of those feelings I get. I 
know you think they're stupid and you 
don't believe them but I believe them, 
and I had ~~ I was making à sandwich 
and I got this sensation that you... 
that you might not be okay. I held off 
for a while, I thought it'd gò away, 
but it didn't. 

{leans in the door jam) 
Bo here I am. 


INT MORT'S LIVING ROOM DAY 20 


MORY 
I sas. 


He picks his watch up off the coffee table and looks at it idly. 
It's one thirty. 
NORT (cont’d} 


Right. Well. I don’t know what to 
tell you, ‘cept I’m fine. 


ANY (0.8.3 
And nothing weird happened or anything? 


Mort flips the watch over in his hand, locks at the back side. 
There's an engraving there -~ “Y Love. Fou, Any.” 


He hesitates. Well, something weird did happen, but she's kinda 
the last parson he wants to tell about it. still... 


HORT 

De you ramember “Sowing Season?" 
AMY {0.5.3 

Huh? 
MORT 


My story. The one where tha guy- 


AMY {0.3.} 
I remember. Hot one of my favoritea. 


HORT 
Good to know. 
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COWTIRUED: 


AMY (0.3.) 
Well, it was kinda hostile, don't you 


tbink? 


HORT 
You know, I so mias your constructive 
eriticisn. 


AMY {0.5.} 
ithis is headed south) 
What about the story? 


HORT 
Do you remember me writing it? I mean, 
do you think it's possible that I 
was... influenced by anybody, or 
anything in particular while I was 
doing it? 


INT AMY'S HOUSE DAT f 22 


Zven further back, down & long hall with ample rooms on sither 
side. This is a nice house, Amy's still coming toward us, 


AMY : 
Other than Maker's Mark? 


MORT {0.5.) 
Yeah, I know, that's why I oan't 
remember, I was still drinking than. 


AMY 

{glances at a clock on the 

wall) 
I don't know. Lemme see, You got 
weird on that one, wrote it mostly at 
night, I think. You'd thrash around 
and than get up and work on it till 
breakfast. 


Bhe reaches a window at the front of the houses, bands down and 


looks outside. 


BMY (cont'd) 
What do you mean “iofluenced?" l 


INT BORT'S LIVING ROOM DAT 22 


MORT 
I don't know, 


AMY (0.5.} 
Like by ancthas story? 
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@ 22 CONTINUED: 322 
C ss 
Porget it. 
23 INT AMY'S HOUSE DAY 23 | 
Amy can tell something's up. 
AMY 
(gravely) 
Mert... did it happen more than onge? 
KORT (0.5.} 
I don't know. 
(quickly) 
Ne, it didn't. Beaver mind, forget it. 
24 INT MORT‘S LIVING ROON DAT ZA. 


Mort hesitates, scmathing elsa on his mind. 


NORT 
{don't ask this, don’t do it, 
don't da it} 
How's Ted? 


aoe 
: AMY (0.8.) 
He's fine. 


MORT 
Me and him sbonld have a drink some 
tiva, we've bean to a lot of the same 
placas. 


fing. Pause. 


ANY (0.8.) 
What vas that for, me uaying I didn't 
Like your story? * 


HORT 
I gotta go. 


AMY 
So do 1. 


But nobody hangs up, Mort chewa bis lip, doesn't want te ask 
something, can't balp it. 


HORT 
Be's thera, isn't be. 


o- AMT (0.8.)} 
No. Wa're not togather. 
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24 CONTINUED: 24 
Hops crosses Mort's face snd gives the game away -~ he still 
wants her back. 

MORT 
You're not? 

AMY {O.8.) 
Ub uh. 

NORT 
I ase. 

{pausa, trying to keep the 
elation out of his voice) 
Wall, I'd be lying if I said I was 

Sorry to hear that. 
25 INT AMY'S HOUSE DAY 25 


Amy looks confused for a moment, then realizes the conclusion 
Mort haa drawn and winces. 


ANY 
Ho, Mort, what I meant was... I meant 
We're net together at the moment. He's 
coming ovar later. 


26 INT CABIN DAY 26 
Mort blinks. Feals like an asshole, which makes him angry 
agalia, 

AMY (0.5.) 
{defensive} 
He hardiy ever comes here. I go to hia 
place. 
HORT 
Cool. Thanks for sharing. 
AMY (0.5.} 


Well, don't ask then. It was working 
just fine that way. 


27 EXT AMY'S HOUSE DAT 37 


On the sidewalk now, in front of Amy's house, a beautiful old 
Vietorian in Riverdale. She's visible in an upstairs window, 
checking outside again. The conversation continues as a purply 
SMW pulls up into the foreground. 
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27 


CONTINOUAD: 


MORT (0.8.) 
You should have him ever more. It's a 
nice house. I like it. I love it, 
that's why I bought it. 


A man gats out of the car. TED, the male half of the naked „~ 
couple, gets out and heads toward the house, waving to the 


upstairs window. 
INT AHY'S HOUSE - UPSTAIRS HALL DAY 28 


Any turns away from tbe window abruptly. 


AMY 
Goodbyes, Mart. 


INT NORT'S LIVING ROOM DAY 29 


Mort hangs up hard without another word. He grabs at the air in 
intense frustration, why did I do that, why did I fuck it up 
like that, what is the matter with ma. 


HORT 
Fuck fucking stupid stupid... 


He grabs a walking stick that’s propped in a corner. dnatches a 
haayy shirt off a hook. And the front door SLAMS behind him. 


In front of tha fireplace, Bump lifts hia head, mildly 
indignant. You can't go for a walk without me. 


CUT TO: 


EXT PATH BY THE LAKE DAY 30 


A rock skips two, three, four times across the smooth surface of 
the lake. Mort strides along the lake path, trying to walk off 
the phene call. . 


He reaches a place where the lakeside path forks. He takes tha 
right-hand branch climbing a steep bank back up to the road. As 
he reaches the top, ths sun comes cut froca behind a cloud and 
his own long shadow appears in front ef him, leading hin 
forward, pointing the way ~- 


~~ toward tha pair of dusty yellow work shoes at the top of the 
hill. John Shooter leans againat his old Ford station wagon, 
arms folded across tis chest, waiting, as if he Enew sil along 
Mort would arrive at this spot, at this time. 


Mort doesn't allow himself to stop, but can't help a little 
hitch in his stride. He stops about six faet short of Shooter, 
opens his mouth to speak, but the other man speaks first. 
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39 


CONTIRVED: 


SHOOTER 
You read it? 


30 | 
| 
| 


Mort stares at him. His fingers tighten on the walking stick. 


A car approaches, a Scout. 
GREENLEAY, an aiderly man in a flannel shirt. 


MORT 
I did. 


SHOOTER 
I imagine it rany a bell, didn't it? 


HORT 
It cartainly did. When did you vrita 


it? 


SHOOTER 
I thought you'd ask that. 


MORT 
Well, gure. That's the whole point, 
isn't it? When two writers show up 
with the same story, it's al] about who 
wrote the words first. Wouldn't you 
wey that's true? 


SHOOTER 
I suppose I vould. I suppose that's 
why I came all the way up here from 


Mississippi. 


Mort turns, waves to the driver, TOM 
Tom waves baok. 


1 


Shooter raises a hard slightly, tips a finger in Tom's direction 


in a practiced, country sort of way. 


Mort. 


SHOOTER (cont'd) 
Now what were we saying? 


HORT 
We were trying to establish provenance. 


Theat metus- 


SHOOTER 
I know what it means, I know I'm 
wearing shitkicksar eloether and driving 
a shitkicker car and I some from a long 
line of shitkickers and maybe that 
makes me a shitkicker myself, but it 
doesn't necessarily make me a stupid 
ehitkicksr. 


Then turns calmly back to 


a 


30 
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CONTINUED: {2} 30 


MORT 
Let's cut past the bullshit, okay? 
When did you write the story, Mr. 
Shooter? 


SHOOTER 
Maybe my name's not Shooter. Maybe 
that's just a pen name. 


MORT 
Well, what's your real one? 


SHOOTER 
I didn’t say it wasn't; I only ssid 
maybe. Either way, that's not pert of 
our business. 


He stops, aquints up at a cloud, watches it move past the sun. 
Mort follows his gaze, then turns and shakes his head -- why am 


I even talking to this guy? 


SEOOTER {cont'd} 
Seven years ago. 1995. 


Mert suppresses tha surge of victery that runs through hin. 


HORT 
Why'd you wait so long? My book of 
short stories was published in '96, 
that's six years ago. 


SHOOTER 
Because I didn't know. Didn't run 
across it till I was on a bus trip to 
Jackson siz months ago. Salling my 
dairy farm to a fella up there owns a 
lot of dairy farms in Miss'ippi. Been 
thinking with a little more monay, I 
gould write days, when my mind's fresh, 
instead of just after dark. Pioked 
your hook off one of them wire racks in 
the Rexall, just grabbed the firat book 
my hand happaned on. I read the first 
half a dozen stories the way up. I 
didn't think thay were any great 
shakes, but thay passed the tine, 


HORT 
. Thank you. 


te me a ernment E 
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30 CONTINUED: (3) 


C SHOOTER 
f {studies him for a second) 


Wasn't offering you any real 
complimant. 


MORT 
Yeah, I got that, 


SHOOTER 

{shrugs} 
Anyway, I read two more going back... 
and then that one. My story. How'd 
you get it? That's what I really want 
to know, How in bell did a big-money 
scribbling asshole like you get down to 
a little shitaplat town in Mississippi 
and steal my goddam story? I'd like to 
know way, too, unless yon stole all the 
other ones as well, but the how of 
it'll be enough ta satisfy me right 
DOW. 


NORT 
(pisaad off) 


@- Drop it. 
SHOOTER 


Drop it? Drop it? What in hell do you 
mean, rop it? 


MORT 

You said you wrote your story in 1995, 
Z wrote mine in late ‘52. It was 
published for the first time in June of 
1993, in a magazine. Wice try, but I 
beat you by two years, Mr. Shooter, or 
whataver your name is. If anybody's got 
a biteh about plagiarism, it's me. 


Shooter moves fast, grabs hold of Mort's upper arms, hard, his 
thumbs really digging in. He spins him around, SLAMS him 
against the car and leans into his face, forehead to forehead. 


SHOUTER 
You lie. 


MORT 
The fuck I de. 


Not one to be prshed around, Mort lunges forward against 
a Shooter, sending him stumbling two or threa steps backward. 

Shooter tenses, about to rush forward, then forcibly etopa 

himself, just stands there, veins bulging with fury. 
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{4) 30 


SHOOTER 
Prove it. 


HORT 
I don't have to prove a thing to you, 
go look for yourself. Zliery Queen's 
Mystery Magazine, June, 1993. 


SROCTER 
And how am I supposed te find that? 


HORT 
Hell, I'll give you ons. It's at ny, 
ub my wife's house in town. I've got 
averything I wrote down thera. 


SEOOTER 
“Your wife's houses?" What the hell 
does that nean? 


HORT 
What do you think, you fucking cracker? 
I'm in the middle of a divorce. 


Shooter contemplates strangling Mart to death. 


SHOOTER 
We keap on this way we're gonna have a 
fight. 


HORT 
{not fearful, just direct} 
I don't want that. 


SHOOTER 

Part of you does, Part of you wants 
just that. You strike ms aa the kinda 
guy who's on tha ‘lookout for a head he 
ean knock off with a shovel. But what 
you don't understand is that if we do 
start to fight, it's not gonna end 
until one or the other of us is dead. 


HORT 
(low and even} 
I have had a bad fucking six months, 
pal. Really... trp me. 


SHOOTER 
{studies hin} i 
This other house, The one your wife 
has now. It's downstate? 
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30 CONTINUED: (5) 30 


MORT 

None of your business. 
SHOOTER 

Meaus yes. She's there now? 
MORT 

Sona of your businass. 
SHOOTER 

Heans yea. 

{thinks} 

I’ll give you three days. 
HORT 

That's very ganerous of you. 
SHOOTER 


Don't you make light of me, son. I'm 
trying my best to hold my temper, and 
doing a pretty good job ef it, but -~ 


He leanas over and reaches through the open window of his car. 
Mort tenses and takes a stap baok. 


MORT 
What are you doing? 


SEOOTER 
Just gettin’ m'smokes. Hold your 
water. 


He pulls his arm out of his car, a red package of Pall Malls in 
hig hand. Hs shakes one out, offers another to Mort. 


MORT 
I don’t smoke. 

SHOOTER 

(lights up} 

Three days. You call your ex and get 
her to send you the magazine with your 
story in it, if there is such a 
magazine. And I'll be back, 


MORT 
I don’t want to call har. 


SHOOTER 
‘Course you don’t. There isn't any 
magazines, is why; I think wa beth know 
that. 
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CONTINUED: {&) 


Shooter goes 


HORT 
If È show it to you, you'll go back to 
wherever the hell you came from and 
leave ma alone? I mean, is this even 
worth it or am I wasting my time? 


to the door of his car and opens it. 


SHOOTER 
Right is right and fair is falir. The 
firat thing is to gat you to a place 
whare you see I have really got you, 
and you can't wiggle out of this pass 
the wey you've probably been wiggling 
out of the messes you'va made all your 
life. That's the first thing. 


He gets in the car and slams the door. 


SHOOTER {cont’d) 
The second thing is the real reason T 
coma. 


HORT 
Uh ħuh. And what's that? 


SHOOTER 
We'll gat to it. Maantims you think 
about what's right and what's fair and 
how things oughta and. 


MORT 
Okay. 


(pause) 
You realize you're insana, right? 


m SHOOTER 
You didn't think ‘anybody'd evar satch 
you out, did you? 
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He hits the gas and pulls away, leaving Mort standing alone by 
the edga of thea road, anveloped in swirling dirt and duat. 


BORT 
i sbouts after him) 
Always a pleasure to meat a reader! 


INT CARIN -~ KITCHEN DAT 


cur TO: 


Lunch. A bowl of soup and a can of peanuts. Untouchad. 
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CONTINUED: 31 


Mort’s sitting at the kitchen table, arms folded on it, staring 
down into the chicken noodle, unmzeving. Bump the dog sits next 
to the table, looking at Mort, then at Mort's food, then at 
Mort, then at Mort's food, You done with that? 


Finally, Mort turna, looks across the room. At the telephone. 
He stares at that for a while, then locks back into his soup. 


HORT 
{like n kid} 
I don't wanna oall her. 


Ha looks up at the clock over the sink. 4:12. 


He turns, looka through the opan door to the living room. He 
sees the couch. Gazes longingly at the couch, more like. 


Ha turns and looks at Bump, who's staring up at him expectantly,. 


Mort looks back at the phone. Then back at Bump. Bump stands 
up -~ we doing somathing? 


MORT (cont ‘d) 


{to Bump} 
Wo, no nap. I give her a call about 


the magazine. Then I write some more 
crap for a couple hours, then I gat to 
take a nap. Right? 


Hump TURNS and limps toward the door. Obviously not getting any 
food from this joker. 


HORT {cont'd} 
Seriously, Bump, let's gat te work. 


Bump reaches the kitchen door and pushes through a doggie door 
at the bottom, headed outside. 


KORT jcont’d) 
Ro wonder you're net published. 


Int LIVING ROOK DAY 32 


In the living room, a phone BANGS down on the coffse table. 
Mort sits on the couch, staring at it. 


Looks to hia left, to the pillow, which still holds the 
indentation where his head rastad during his last nap. He looks 
back at the phone and CLAPS his hands together purposefully. 


HORT 
Right. 
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CONTINUED: 32 


He reaches for the phona =~ 


-~ and unpluga the cord. He lies back on the couch, settles the 
pillows in their familiar positions, gata them exactly right, 
ene light punch in the center for the dent -- 


«= and he lets his head fall slowly onto it as darkness craeps 
in around the corners of the screen, washing the whole thing -= 


BLACK. 


INT CABIN =- LIVING ROON NIGHT 33 


Nighttime in the cabin. Mort's eyes are still closed and his 
head is drifting, rolling, lolling off the couch, but as he and 
his body reach the edge, there's nothing underneath, no flcor, 
just a sheer dropoff that gives way to a rocky path a hundred 
feet below. He lozes his balance on the edge of the couch and 


falls, SCREAMING =-~ 
~- to the floor. Nice way to wake up. 


He sits up, looks around, orienting himself. Night fell while 
he Was aslesp and he's in a darkened house. He climbs back onto 
the couch, turns on a light. Squints at his watch. 10:26. 

He’s slept for six hours. 


MORT 
Shit, 


He sits back on the couch, rolls his head. He's horribly stiff, 
He notices the phone in front of him, remembers the call he's 


basn avoiding. 


BORT {cont'd} 
Tanned rested and raady. 


He picks up the receiver, is momentarily puzzled by the lack of 
diai tone, then remembers he pulled the cord. He gets up and 
goes to pick it up, than freezes. 


From this angle, he can see out the front window, to the porch. 
He's looking at the garbage cabinet, and there's something on 
it. Two somethings, actnally, a white something and a dark 


something. 


Still not plugging the phone in, he gets up snd heads fer the 
door. 


EXT PORCH NIGHT 34 


The porch light comes on. Mert walks out the front door and 
stops dead in his tracks, staring straight ahead. 
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CONTINUED: 34 


The white something pinnad to the garbaga cabinet is an 6 1/2 by 
11 sheet of typing paper. A few words are printed on it in big, 


bold, easy to read strokes: 


YOO HAVE THREE DAYS. 
I AM NO? JOKING. 
HO POLICS, 


Mort's eyes move slightly to the left, to the other sometbing. 


The other something is Bump. Mort's dog is pinned to the door 
of the garbage cabinet with a screwdriver, Dead. 


MORT 
Oh God] Oh Jarus! 


He whirls around suddenly, adrenaline pouring inte his 
blocdatream. He SHOUTS into the darkness. 


HORT (cont'd) 
WHERE ARE rou?! 


His head swivels, ha locks six dirsctions all at once. 


MORT [cont‘ da) 
GET OUT HERE, YOU SOW OF A BITCH! SHOW 
YOUR FACE, YOU FUCKING COWARD! 


Mo response. Nort stands there, hands curled into fists, ready 
Yor a fight, but the only one willing to engage him is a dog 
that BARES in the distance. 


He turns and looks back at Sump. He's alona, all alone, act 
even a pat anymore, 


MORT (cont'd) 
Oh po... ch Sump... 


He approaches the garbage cabinet, his stomach rolling ovar on 
him. Cold sweat breaks out on his forehead as he gets closer. 
Bump's haad is cocked far to the left. Her teeth ara bared and 
her tongue's hanging out. There's a little blood around the 
blade of the screwdriver at the point where it was drivan into 


her ruff. 


HORT (cont’d} 
Oh God, Bump... I'm so sorry you... Oh, 
Bump. 


Mort crumples up the sheet of paper, stuffs it in his back 
pocket, then puts bis hand on Bump'a chest. The body shifts 
slightly, still hanging on the screwdriver, Mort grimaces, 
thinks he might peuk, but needs to finish this. 
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ao. 02/12/2603 
CONTINUED: [2} 34 


Me Closes hia other hand around the screwdriver’s chipped red 
handle and pulla it fres. 

He tosses the screwdriver aside and flips open the doors of the 
garbage cabinat. He tosses the lid off one of the trash cans 
and gently places Bump's body inside, tears relling down his 
cheeks. He whispers. 


MORT (cont'd) 
I'll bury you in the morning, girl. 


He gently replacas tbe garbage can lid, closes the door, and 
turns around, peering out inte the night. He's cut there 
somewhare in the dark. 


MORT {cont’d) 
I'll gat you for this. . 
{shouting at the top of his 
lungs} 
I’LL FUCKING GST YOU FOR THIS! 


INT CABIN NIGET 35 


CLICK! The front door locks, deadbolt turns. 
SLAM! Mort closes the bedroom window, turns the lock on top of 
it. 


Anothar CLICK, two of ‘em, this time the back door, beth locks, 
and for gocd measure Mort slides a chair up under the knob. 


Two more windows, the roof access panel, and the house is 
secured, 


Moxt stands in the middle of tha living room, breathing hard. 
What was once a refuge doesn't seem so anymore. 


cor TO; 


EXT BACK YARD DAWH 36 


Mort is silhouetted against the dawa, digging in the dirt patch 
behind the house, the one whare its old and new sections come 


tegether in an L, 


He shovels earth back into a small grave. He finishes, tamps it 
down, and looks out at the lake, into the fiery sun. 


Ha'a sweaty and angry, but calm. He locks down at the shovel in 
his hands, hefts it. 
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CONTINUED: 36 


Shooter was right, Mort would clock somabody with a shovel if he 
got the chance, and that somebody is John Shooter. 


Cur TO: 


INT SHERIFF'S OFFICE DAT 37 


A large badge, painted on a storefront window in town. 
Undernsath the badge the words TASHMORE LAKE SHERIFF'S OFFICE, 
bot we're inside the office, so the letters are backwarde to us, 


l DAVE NEWSOME {0.5.) 
Bump?! He killed Zusp? 


Mort sits across the desk from DAVE NEWSOME, seventy or so, 
wearing jeans and a sheriff's shirt. Dave works on his 
nesdlepoint while he talks. 


KORT 
Last night, maybe around nine, I was 
esleep. He laft this. 


He slides the note across the desk, the warning that was stuck 
to the cabinet naxt to Bump. Dave leans over and reads it, 
still doing his needlepoint. He shakes his head and TSKS. 


DAVE HEWSOME 
"Ho police.” Anytime somebody goes and 
writes “no police" that's just about 
exactly the time a fella neada to get 
himself ovar to the police. 


MORT 
That's what I figured, I’ve got a 
detailed dasoription of him, his car... 
I didn't gat the license plate number, 
but it's from Missiseaippi. 


He lidas another piece of paper aoross the desk to Rewsoma, whe 
deasn't notice, what with the needlepoint and all. 


DAVE NEWSOME 
Got a sister-in-law in Mississippi. 


MORT 
Anything you can find out about this 
guy, I'd sure appreciate it, 


DAVE NEWSOME 
My brother's widow. 


MORT 
See if he has a violent history, lat ma 
know what I‘m dealing with hers. 

(HORE) 
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33. . 02/12/2003 
CONTINUED: . 37 
KORT (cont'd) 
Of course, if you could find him and 
talk to his, that’s even batter. 
{sliding it closer) 
Here’s that descrip- 


DAVE NEWSCHE 
So you get yourself a member of the 
Crazy Folks tribe. 


NORT 
(shrugs) 
They pop up once in awhile. Price of 
selling a few booka. Anyway, here's 
that description. 


DAVE WEWSOME 
Killing a deg ian‘t like Killing a maz, 
of course. Not aurea if it's even a 
crime, come to think. 


MORT 
of courge it is! What about animal 
cruelty? Ox at least destruction of 


private property. 
Hewsone stops his naadlspoint and rubs his hands in pain, 


DAVE NEWSOME 
Neadlepoint. Can you believe it? Doc 
says it's good for the arthritis. I 
must cut quite an intimidating law 
enforcement figure, huh? 


EKORT 
Yeah. 


DAVE NEWSONE 
(picks up paper and pen} 
How, I'm going to need a description... 


Mort looks at him and ~- 
CUT TO: 


EXT NEW YORE CITY DAY 38 


-~ there’s an unexpected cut, to the skyline of Manhatten. ‘The 
camera zipg over to a desk, we're in an offica. KEM KELSCH sits | 
behind the desk, big beefy guy, tattoos under a Brocks Brothers 
shirt, formar RYPD twenty yaars and a couple million later. 

Brawn and businasa together. 


RELSCH 
Did you steal it? 


433. 02/12/2003 


38 CONTINUED: 38 
©: ' Mort ia sitting across from hin. 
HORT 
What? wo! 
REUSCH 


Kind of an amazing coincidence, don't 
you think? The stories being so much 
alike. 


MORT 
Well, obviously, the guy copied it from 
me. Whose side are you on? 


KELSCË 
Yours. But I still need to kaow the 
truth, Which kind of situation is 
this, is he a regular wacko like you've 
had before, in which case I cas halp, 
or ie this something you should be 
talking to your lawyer about? 


Mort ignores the slight blush that rissa in hig cheeks, looks 
Kan in tha eye. 


Ea MORT 


@- f This guy is just crazy, Ken. That's 
all it is. 


Ken looks at him for a long moment, daciding whether or not to 
believe him. 


KELSCH 
Okay. What do you want me to do? 


NORT 
Help. You handled that other lunatic. 
Made him go away. 


Kelach talks fast and squeezes a stresa ball, the polar opposite 
of Dave Newsoma. 


RELSCE 
He wasn't this crazy. That guy was 
just an obseasad reader who couldn't 
tell real life from the crap you make 
up for a living, No cfienas. He 
didn’t heve a beef like this one. When 
somebody thinks they've got a 
£ legitimate grievance it ups the #takas 

g x about a hundred times. This guy 

Shooter, did he threaten your life? 
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38 CONTINUED: {2) 38 


| Te KORT 


Hot in so many words. 


KELSCE 
Well, he did break « law with the dog, 
but it doesn't seem to be a very 
important lew in Teshmore Lake. Your 
Sheriff Haysead mugt be a cat person, 


MORT 
Call me paranoid, but I don't exaotly 
feel safe with an arthritic seventy 
year old Local sheriff watching my 
back. Will you help ma out, Kan? 


XELSCH 
{checking his schedule book} 
Oh... I'm on a trail-the~tail right now 
but Y think she's onto ms, I was gonna 
hand it off anyway. Christ, I haven’t 
slept in a week. JI got a corporate 
loyalty thing I getta be back for on 
en but I could give you & couple 
ays. 


> He pulls a note pad around and taps a discrest time clock on his 
o- desk, Tick tick tick, dollar dollar dollar. He picks up the 
dascription Mort has written out and bagins to study it. 


MORT 
My story came out in a magazine a 
couple years before he wrote his. I've 
got a copy of the original magazine at 
Amy's houss, I'm going to stop by and 
get it on the way back upstate. 


KELSCH 
"Amy's house?" 


Mort looks away. Damn, another person I haven't told yat. 


. BORT 
We split up about siz months ago. 
KELSCH 
Shit. I'm sorry. 
MORT 
5o am i. 
C } KELSCH 
i Anicable? 
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m 
: MORT 
Hot at first. Batter lately. 
KELSCH 


What happened? You finally nail one of 
your groupies at some book signing? 

I'm picturing the Gmaha Barnes and 
Noble. 


Mort just stares at him levəlly. Unamused. 


EELSCH {cont'd} 
That was a dick thing to say. Rotten 
profession, makes you into an 
insenaitive prick, I apologize. You 
were saying? 


MORT 
it's just proof Shooter wants, so, 
fine, I'll get the magazine and shove 
it in hie face if that‘ll get him to 
leave ma alone. Maybe you could coms 
with me when I show it to hin. 


KELSCE 
No shit I'm coming with you. And if I 
go mich as don't like the way he 
breathers, I got a .38 caliber dick I'11 
bury in his asa. 


®, 


for the first time in a while, Mort smiles. Feals in good 
hands. 


KELSCH (cont'd) 
You remember my rate? 


HORT 
(getting up to laave) 
An obscene fortune, right? 


KELSCH 
Yaah, plus a little for inflation. 
You'll see a black Lincoln in the 
driveway tonight when you get home. 
Don't freak out, it's me, keeping an 
ays on things. Get a good night's 
gslaep, you don't look go hot. 


At the door, Mort turns back, 


C ` HORT 
‘ l Ken. That other guy, a couple years 
© ago. How'd you soare him off? 
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KELSCE 
{doasn't look up} 
You don't wanna know. 


MORT 
Come on, I might use it in a book some 


+ 


KELSCH 
(laughs, still doesn't look nup) 
You don't wanna know. 


MORT ; 
Ro, really. . 


Kelsch finally looks up. He's not laughing any more.. ` 


2 
KELSCH l 
You don’t want to know. 


CUT TO: 


INT MORT‘S CAR DUSK : 39 


Mort drivas up the West Side Highway as the sun sets over the 
Hudson. He sees the exit for Riverdale, just north of the city. 
He takes a deep bresth. Flexes his hands on the wheel as he 


steers the car off the highway. 
EiT RIVERDALE STREET DUSK 46 


The sky is darkening on a street in suburban Riverdale, Amy's 
neighborhood. Mort's car turns a corner and heads toward us. 


INT MORT'S CAR DUSK 4l 


Mort reaches out and flicks on the lights. The car creeps to a 
halt across the street from Amy's house, But Mort dossgn't gat 
out. 


Ha sits there, staring. Changing to his point of view, ve see 
what ha's staring at ~~ a purple SMK, parked in front of his 


housa. Her house, 


Mort atares at tha car. Locks up to the house, sees a couple 
lights on. One is downstairs, might be the living room. The 
other is upstairs. Could be the bedroom. A shadow passes 
behind the window shade in the bedroom. Then another shadow. 
There's two pacple up there, 


Mort stares. The light in the bedroom window Flicks ont. 
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Downstairs, one of the lights in the front of the bouse flicks 
off. SGomabedy opans the front door -= it's Tad, ready to laave. 


He turns, calls back to Any. 


Mort puts his hand on the gear shift, to get out of there. 
then he changes his mind, reaches out and flicks off the 
headlights instasd. Hunkers down a bit in the seat. 


But 


Now the other light in the front of the house flicks off and Amy 
comas out with Ted. She's carrying a light bag over one 
shoulder. 

Mort watches as Ted opena the passenger door for Amy and she 


gaty into his car. Ted comes around to the other side, gets 
behind the wheel of his purple BMW, and drives away with Mort's 


wife. 
Mort lets his head fall forward till it BANGS softly off the 
steering wheel. 

cur TO: 


EXT CABIN NIGHT 42 


SLAM! Mort parks in the driveway back at hia cabin and climbs 
ont of the car. It’s black-dark, but there's enough of a moon 
that he can see Ken Kelsch’s Town Car parked in his driveway, 
juat as he said it would be. 


Mort walks over to it, feat CRUNCHING on the gravel. As he 
draws close, he sees Kalsch's outline in the driver's seat. 

He's upright, but not moving. In fact, he’s slumped against the 
driver's side window. 


Mort misses a step; he's thinking what we're thinking. 
He walks closer. Kelsch's head is lieting at an odd angle. 


Mort raises a hand ta knack on the window, he reaches out 
slowly, doesn’t really want to know the result, Xelsch is aither 
going to turn and look up at him or he's not, and if he doesn’t, 
the Shooter problem is a lot bigger than he thought. His hand 
draws closer to the window, closer, it's an inch away -~ 


v- and Kalsch sits bolt upright and whips hie haad toward Kort, 
caught in a catnap. 


MORT - KELSCH 
JESUS | CHRIST! 


They both recoil and laugh too hard, breathe deeply as they get 
over it. l 
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HORT 
Scared tha ahit out of ne... 


Kelsch gats out of the car, stretches. A little embarrassed, 


KRELSCH 
Sorry about that. This week musta 
finally caught up with ms. 


HORT 
This is very reassuring. 


KELSCH 


Relax, Hemingway ~- 
{checke his watch} 
-- I was out ten minutes, swear to God. 


I already checked the place, 
everything's fine. Just waiting for 
you to get back to let you know. 


HORT 
You sticking around tonight? 


KELSCH 
Rot unless you want ms to. 


Mort looks oyar at the house. Looks. awfully dark and spooky 
from hare. He locks back at Koen. 


HORT 
{reluctant} 
I'm onre it's fine. 


KELSCH 
Let's take one more look. 


. MORT 
IZ you insist. 


INT CABIN HIGHT 43 


Mort stands in the middle of the living room, looking around. 
The front door hangs open, all the lights are on in the place. 


Ken's VOICE comes from upstairs, a loft-like area that takes up 
half the house. 


KELSCH [0.&.) 
Ne monsters up herel 


He comes out of a hallway and atarte down the stairs. 


—~, 
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He reachas tha bottom, takes his jacket off the banister. 
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HORT 
fun of binselt) 


{ 
Did you check under my bed? 


FELSCH 
Even in your toy chest. J'12 be back 
in the merning, start asking around in 
town. Find out who else saw your 
nutjob. 


HOR? 
Tom Greenleaf. 

KELSCE 
Buh? 

HORT 


Start by asking Tom Greenleaf, he lives 
in town. I was talking to Shooter 
yesterday on Lake Drive, about half a 
mile north of my placa. Tom came by in 
his Scout. He waved at us when he vent 
by, and both of us waved back. Tom 
must have gotten a good look at hin. 


RELSCH 
fom Greenleaf. How do I get a held of 
bin? 


MORT 
Drop by Bowie's Store around nine, 
that's when be gets his coffee, 


KELSCH 

(heading for the doer) 
Got it. Don't worry. Once I find out 
wheres this Shooter's staying, I'll stop 
in for a little freak-me-out chet, Use 
the word “we" a lot. "We know what 
you're doing.” “We want it to stop.” 
“We're watching you." Handy thing 
about a schizophrenic, it's not hard to 
convince ‘em there's 4 conspiracy. 


MORT 
Makes you think he‘s a achizophrenio? 


KELSCH 
Well he ain't what you call normal. 
Trust me, he'll hit the road ac hard 
iet‘il hit back. 
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Ext DRIVEWAY NIGET 44 


Kelsch gets back in his car and SLANS tha door. 


Lerten cei MARE RIE i SAREE 


INT CABIN SIGHT 43 


Mort closes the front door and hange his car keys on a hook, old 
habit. Tosses bis jacket over a chair. Alone now, he turns end 


looks into the cabin. 


He walks further into the living room, under its cathsdral 
ceiling, toward the windoyv-wall] facing the lake. He can't see 
anything in the window except himself, the light from the lamp 


makes it a mirror. 


He looks at himsalf for a moment, sees how scared he looks. Be 
pees the reflection of the sacend floor == 


~~ and sees movament up there. 


Or was it a bat flying past the window outside? 
Mort spiss around and looks up to the loft, 


EZT DRIVEWAY NIGHT 46 


Kelsch's engine ROARS to life, his headlights flick on. 


Int CABIN NIGET 47 


Mort, standing in the middle of the living room, licks his lips, 
his mouth gone dry. He's staring up at the loft. Because of 
its shade, the lamp down here throws most of its light upwards, 
the vertical bars in the railing upstairs throw exaggsrated 
shadows on tha wall and ceiling, they look like bare of a jail 


cell. 
Mort speaks; it comes out in a soft croak. 


HORT 
Hello? 


EIT DRIVEWAY NIGHT th 


Tires spin on gravel as Kelach turns his car around and haads 
down the driveway. 


INT CABIN NIGET ag 
Mort is still staring up at the left. 


HORT 
Is somebody up thera? 
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No response -~ axcept for a soft BCRATCHING sound from up there. 


Hort turns quickly, sees Ken's headlights flash past his front 
windows and disappear up the driveway. Xan's gones. Mort's | 


alone. 
KORT (cont'd) 
isaftily} 


+ 


Ee thinks =~ am I being ridiculous? Mayba, but why take 
chances? He walks softly over to the fireplace, not sure why 
he's tiptoeing, but moving stealthily. He reaches out and 
gently lifts tha ash-shovel from a rack of fireplace tools, 
considers it, than puts it down and takas the poker inetead. 


He turns toward the upstairs, brandishing the poker, but 
uncomfortable with it. He walka to the stairs. 


And begins to climb them. Slowly. Deliberately. 


Re reaches the second floor landing and pauses, his heart 
pumping in his chest, trying to breathe silently. The door te 
the quest room is on his left, The deer to the bathroom is on 


hie right. Both doors ere ajar. 


Mort stands stock still, poker held aloft, sweat running out of 
hie kair and down his cheeks, attempting to work up the nerve to 
open one of those doors, but which one, which one has the prize, 
or doas either one, and he's just about to ge back downstairs -- 


~= when hs hears it again. Louder this time. A definite 
SCRATCHING sound from the upstairs bathroca. 


Rin eyes widen. He turns his head ever so slightly toward it, 
takes about tan seconds to turn six inches. 


The SCRATCHING comes again...’ then silence. 


BORT (cont'd) 
(suddenly quite loud) 
I know you're in thare, Fuckhead] 


Ho answer. Mort wipes sweat off the back of his neck with hia 
free hand, 


Re takes a step forward. From his new angle, be can juat see 
through the open bathroom door -~ 


== aad he sses Shooter, 


er 


e^ 
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Well, he sses a figure. Okay, it's impossible to say whether 
it's Shooter or not, but there's a silhouette in there, thara's 
somebody in there, and who the ball else would it be? The 
figure iw in the bathroom, just past the sink, pressed into the 
far corner, and be teo is holding a wespen aloft, something long 
and hard in his hand, just waiting to ocleck Mort over the head 


with it. 
But Mort has an advantage, Shooter apparently hasn't seen hin. 


WORT (cont'd) 
You picked the wrong writer to fuck 
with! I've been wanting to kill 
somebody since last March and you'll do 
amu well as anybody! 


No anawer. No movement. 


Hort looks to tha other door, through which a deuble bed is 
visible. Clearly a bedroom, Ha looks again to the bathroom 
door, sass Shooter still hiding in thera, nearly the same 


position. 


Hort thinks. Speaks calmly, but the shake in his voice betrays 
his. 


KORT (cont'd) 
I know you're in the bedroom} 


He takes a step toward the bedroom door, but his ayes are 
darting like crazy to the bathroom. A; 


MORT (cont'd) 
I'm counting to five! If you're not 
out of the bedroom by the tima I get 
there, I'm coming in swinging! You 
bear ma? 


He takes ancther stap toward the badroom, now presenting his 
back to tha bathroom door and nervous as bell about it, Ent the 


man has a plan. 


HORT (cont'd) 
One} 


Sweating profusely, he takes another step to the bedroom door, 
now fully in front of it, his back compistely exposed to the 
half-open bathroom door. 


WORT [cont‘d) 
Two | 


He closes his fingers lightiy arcund tha bedroom doorknob, 
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MORT (cont'd) 
Thr- 


He leta go of the bedroom door and suddenly launches himself 
backvards, SLAMMING inte the bathroom door with everything he's 


get. 


IN THE BATHROOM, 


the door SLAMS into the wail hard encugh to chop through the 
wallpaper and pop the door's lower hinge. Mort plows inside 
fast, straight toward Shooter, poker held aloft, ROARING with 
rage, and Gheoter's coming right back at him, also with a raised 
weapon, eyes wide and insane, utterly insane, his teeth bared in 


a killer's grin. 
Mort brings the poker down in a whistling overhand blow and has 


just enough time to wince as ha realizas that Shooter is also 
swinging a poker, and to realize it isn't Shooter swinging at 


all but it's hin, 


50 


It's just his raflection. 
Too late te stop, he SMASHES the poker into the bathroom mirror. 


The silver-backed glass sprays every which-way, twinkling in tke 
gloom, and the madicine cabinet falle into the sink, its bent 
door swung open like a gaping mouth, spilling bottles of cough 
syrup and iodine and Lysterine. 


Hort reaches out and flicks on the light, surveys the damage, 
chest heaving. He laughs suddeoly. 


MORT 
E killed a fucking mirror. 


He's about to toss the poker aside when ha hears that SCRATCHING 
sound again and something moves in the tub behind him. He 
whirls around and slashes sideways with the poker, tearing a 
jagged gagh through the corrugated plastic shower door and 
knocking it off ita tracks. 


He raises the poker over his shoulder, ateps forward, and peers 
into the shower. 


A tieldmouse scurries frantically in the tub, dasperataly trying 
to claw its way up the smooth porcelain sides. 


Mort looks at the poker in his hand, Ha'o gripped it so hard 
there are traces of blocd where his fingernails dug into his 


palin. 
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He raachas out with bis other hand, pries his ewn fingers of! 
the handle, and tosses the poker aside with a CLANG. 


He takes a hand towel fron the rack, bends over the tub, and ins 
one quick gesture scoops the mouse into it, pinching the towsl 


togethar at the top. 

He turns and walks out of the bathroom, past the leaning deor 
with its popped hinge, his shoes gritting on broken mirror 
glass. 


INT CABIN - LIVING ROOM NIGHT 51 
Showing more purpose than we've seen in a while, Mort comes 
downstairs and heada directly to the Little study in the back of 
the housa. 


INT CABIN ~ STUDY NIGET 2 


Mort BANGS on a light and searches the desk with one hand, the 
other still holding the towel with the SQUEAKING mouse inside 
it. 


Mort finds what he was looking for -~ the antient pack of LéEM's, 
now down to just two half-flattenad cigarettes, 


INT CABIN = LIVING ROON NIGRET 53 
Nort scoops up a box of fireplace matches from the hearth snd 
heads for the back door. 

54 


EXT CABIN ~ LAKE SIDE WIGHT 


Mort comes out the back door of the cabin and stares out at the 
wine-dark lake, glinting under a half moon. He bands down and 
opens the towel, letting the mouse scurry off into the safety of 


the darkness. 


Mort stands up, shoves the LEM between bis lips, raissas a watch 
to the scratchy side sf the box and gives it a long SCRAPE -- 


~~ which illuminates Joba Shooter (really this time}, standing 
right beside him. 


SHOOTER 
Thought you didn’t smoke. 


Niraculously, Hort manages to held the acraam of sheer terror 
inside his throat, the only physical evidence of his shook is 
the hesitation in his match hand, which quivers a faw inches 
from the end of his unlit cigaretta. 
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54 


Somehow, he manages to resume lighting the butt, shakes out the 


match, and tosses it away. He takes a deep drag. 
He speaks levally, but it’s a spitiless voice, smoke 


calm him. 


choking his lungs. 


MORT 
Pook it up recently for my health. 


SHOOTER 
How are you, Hr. Rainay? 


Mort exhales a cloud of smoke. 


Mort's eyes are searching, looking for some kind of weapon, 


anything. 


Mort’s syes dart -- a lawn chair 


NORT 
I'm fine, Mr. Shooter. How about you? 


SHOOTER 
I'm=a country fair. But I don't think 
you're really all that well. Stealing 
from another man, that don't seem to 
hava aver bothered you none. Heiling 
gaught up on, though... that seams ta 
have given you the pure miserisns. 


HORT 
What are you talking about? 


SHOOTER 
Well, it sounded like you pitched a fit 
or something in there. Shouting... 
whacking on things... or maybe it's 
just that auccessfol writers like you 
throw tantrums when things don't go the 
way thay expect. Is that it, maybe? 


MORT 
The magazine with the story in it is at 
my house in town, 


stuck in the dirt. A shovel! 


SHOOTER 
Why didn't you get it? You were down 
thera today, weren't you? 


HORT | 
How do you know that? 


It seems to 


: A stack of firewood, a shovel 
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SHOOTER 
Why didn't you go inside? ‘Stead of 
just sittin in your car like a damn 
fool? 


Bhit. He followed mea. Shit. Mort tries to keep his voice 
level as he starts to walk casually toward the shovel. Shooter 
moves with him, staying just barely in the light. 


HORT 
When I get the story and show it to 
you, will you leava na alone? 


SHOOTER 

{lazily amused} 
There isn't any magazine with that 
story in it, Mr. Rainey, You and ms, 
we know that. Wot from 1993, there 
isn't, How could there be, when my 
story wasn't there for you to ateal 
until 1995? 


NORT 
God damn it, I did not steal your st- 


SHOOTER 
No, uot all of it, true enough. Not 
ths bast part, 


; NORT 
What do you want? Tell ma! What in 
the hell do you want? 


SHOOTER 
You want the second reason I came, is 
that it? 

KORT 
Yes! 


Mort reaches the shovel, turns so that he's in front of it, 
blocking its view from Shooter, 


SHOOTER 
I want you to fix it. 

MORT 
What?! 

SHOOTER 


My ending. The one you wrecked. Can't 
decide what's worse, stealing my story 
or ruining the anding. 

{MORE} 
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SHOOTER {cont'd} 
Most important part of a story, the 
ending. Mine was parfect, it wap a 
real erding, not that phony crap you 
ancvad in, 
_ {reciting with contempt} 
“He looked in her eyes and sew her face 
as be bad first knows It, as If it were 
ten years ago and sone of this hed ever 
happened. Ha foll to the ground and 
into der embrace, down in tie dirt, 
down in the place where new things 
grow.” You have got to be pardon ny 
language fucking kidding me, Mr. 
Rainey. Put it back the way it ought 


to be, 
HORT 

I don't even remember your ending. 
SHOOTER 


Oh, I bet you do. It's hard to forget. 
{reciting from memory} 
"Il know I can do it,” Todd Downey said, 
dalping himself to another aar of corn 
from the steaming bowl. “I'm sure that 
in time fer death will ba a systery 
eves to me.” That's how the story 
ends, Pilgrim. It's the onlip ending. 
You're gonna write it for me and get it 
published. And it's gonna have ny name 
on it. Right has got to be put right. 


Mort sneaks one hand behind bis back, feeling for the shoval 
handle, He speaks, his voice thick with rage. 


Long pause. 


HORT : 


‘The only thing I'll write for you is 


your death-warrant, if you don't leave 
me alone. j 


Shooter eyes him. Seas where Mort's hand ia going. 


SHOOTER 
Sav that wife of yours, comin' out of 


the house. 
(exaggerated countryisn) 
She's purty. 


Mert’a fingers close around the shovel handle. 


MORT 
Leave her out of it. 
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SHOOTER 
Would if I could, but I‘m startin‘ to 
. think you ain't going to leave me that 


option. . 


Mort yanks the shovel from the dirt and swings it around by the 
handle, straight toward Shooter's head. 


Shooter stops it with one hand, lays his cther on it and shoves 
back. Mort stumbles cover the pile of dirt and lands on his ~ 
back, the wind OOFING out of hin, Shooter falls on hin, holds 
the shovel with both hands, presses it down on Mort's Adam's 
apple. Nort chokas, Shooter spits words at hin. 


SHOOTER (cont'd) 
De you want to wake up from one of your 
stupid naps and find Amy nailed to your 
garbage bin?! Or turn on the radic 
some morning and hear she came off 
wecond hest in 4 match with the 
chainsaw you ksep out in the shed?! 


Mort summons his strength, whieh is considerable, and greater 
than Shooter's, and hurls the man off him. Shooter lands on his 
feat as Mort rolls over to his hands ang knaas, gagging and 


choking. 


SHOOTER (cont'd) 


(calmly) 
You can't get away with it. Don't you 


realize that yet? 


He bends down snd picks up his hat, dusta it off and seta it 
back on his head. 


SHOOTER (cont'd) 
I know what you did, and I ain't 
quitting till right gets put right. 


On the ground, coughing up spit and blend, Mort watches as 
Shooter walks away across the yard. 
: CUT TO: 


INT CABIN ~ BATHROOM NIGET 55 


The shattered chunks of mirror are still on the floor of the 
bathroom upstairs. Looking at twenty-aix shards, we see twenty- 
tix Mort Raineys coming at us. Bis hand grows buga as he 
reaches down and picks up the largest shard. 
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Mort tucks the shard inte a corner of the door of the broken 
medicine cabinet, shoves the whole thing baok into its hole in 


the wall. 
He leans forward, looking at his refiection in the shard. He 


touches his neck gingerly, rans bis fingertips over the 
distinotive red lins left where tha shovel handle naarly ohcked 


him to death. 
CUT To: 


INT CABIN ~ BEDROGN NIGHT 56 


Mort lies in bed, staring straight up at the calling. Right, 
like he's gonna ba abla te fall asleep tonight. 


INT CABIN - OFFICE HIGHT 57 


Still night. Mort's computer soreen comez to life. The cursor 
clicks on the Ng Word icon, then picks a file called "Uatitled.* 


Opens it. 


The antire page is blank, it's the story he deleted the otber 
day. Just a blinking cursor in a big field of white. 


Mort, who's sitting at his desk, stares at it ruefully. 


NORT 
What, you didn’t write anything while I 
was gone? No wonder you're not- 


He turns and locks at the leathar chair Bump always sits in, but 
ef course the chair‘s empty tonight. Forgot for a second. 


Mort atares at the empty chair for a long moment, Then turns 
back to his desk. 


He braaks down and sobs. 
FADE TO BLACK. 


EXT AMY'S HOUSE NIGHT 56 


Amy's housa. Nighttime. Mostly dark, but there's a light on in 
one corner of the housa, and as we creep closar to that light, 
wa sae a silhoustts woving in the window. 


Jerking around, really, and as we gat even closer we hear 
CRASHING, breaking sounds. Wa draw closer and closar still, the 
curtains in the room are parted, we can see between them. The 
room must be Mort's old offices, the walla are lined with books 
and bound periodicals, like the lake house, but manp, many more. 
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The figure inside is tha familiar form of Shooter, capped by 
that creepy hat, which throws a crazy shadew on the far well. 
He upends the desk, then picks something up off the floor, a 
bottle, locks like champagne, that's funny, and heads for the 
door, stuffing something in the neck of the bottle, looks like a 


rag. 
He pauses in the doorway, SCRAPES a Zippo and touches the rag, 


which immediately starts on fire. He tosses the bottle right at 
us, It lands on the floor and smashes. 


The room EXPLODES into flame, that weren't no champagne in the 
bottle, that was gascline, and the window we've crept up to 


SHATTERS in our face, 


From the street, we ave the ball of fire rise up from the corner 
of the dry old Victorian, taking half the roof with it. This 
baby's gonna burn like cordwood. 


cur 6: 


IRT CABIN = LIVING ROOK DAY 59 


Daytime new. The unplugged phone cord lias on the floor in 
Mort's cabin, still a few feat from the phone it should he 


Attached to. 


On the couch, the pillow is empty, the indentation is atill 
there, but no head, Where's Nort? 


Moving left, we find Mort sitting on the couch, staring etraight 
ahaad, still in the clothes he fall asleep in, bad head. Wo 
telling how long ha'a bean awake, it looks like he swung his 
lags ovar the edge of the couch and just stopped in that 
position. He looks awful. That red line is still across his 


thraat. 
Ee notices the phone in front ‘of him. Looks to the floor, pees 


the unplugged cord, Mustering all the ambition he has at the 
moment, he bends ever and picks up tha cord. 


He looks at the little clip thing on its end, looks at the 
phone, dabating the merits of plugging it in, 


Deciding what the hell, he reachas over and jams the cord into 
the back of the phone -- 


-- which RINGS immediately. Mort twitches. He's jumpy anyway, 
but you know, you hate it when that happens. 


Si. . 0221272003 


59 CONTINUED: 55 


10 MORT 
l Is that you, John Wayne? 


{answers ) 
Helle. 


AMY (0.8.} 
Mort?! 


He'a relieved, at least it isn‘t Shooter. 


AMY (0.8.) (CONT'D) 
Mort, are you there?! Mort! 


MOR? : 
Xesh, Amy, Jesus, not so loud. What is 


it? 


AMY (0.8.} 
Where hava you bean?! I've basn trying 
to get hold of you all night and this 
morning! 


HORT 
I was asleep. 


` AMY (0.8.} 
& You unplugged the phone?! 


MOET 
How may I aseist you, Amy? 


AMY (0.8.) 
Oh God... 


HORT 
{concerned now) 
What bappened? 
ANY 
Someona burned down our housa! That's 
what happened! 


CDT TO: 
60 EXT AMY'S HOUSE - RUIN DAT 60 
Mort stands in front of the smoking hulk that was cnce the green 


Victorian he and Amy shared at 92 Kansas Street in Riverdale. 
He just stares at it, his face slack with gshock and loss. 


e^ 
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CONTINUED: 60 


The site is cordoned off by police tapa, there are three or four 
COPS and two FIRE INSPECTORS picking carefully through the 
remains. Mort looks at what used to be the housa, we peer 
closely at him, then when wa see his point of view again -- 


HORT'S MENTAL IMAGE ~ AMY'S HOUSE (NEW) 61 


=~ the house is back the way it used to be, same angle from the 
aidewalk, but tha house is freshly painted and clean on a 
summer's day. Amy comes out of the house in a business suit, 
puttiog shoes on as she hurries to her car, late for a masting. 


Mort comes to the door in his boxers and SHOUTS after her. 


HORT 
Hey lady, you only left a hundred bucks 
on the dresser! You think I gira it 


away? 


TRO OLD WOMEN passing on the sidewalk overhear. 


. ANT 
(embarrassad but laughing} 
Shut gp? 


EET AMT'E HOUSE - RUIN DAY 


Mort chokes back the emotions he feels, He looks up, to where 
the third floor of the house used to be, and as he looks, it 


dissolves into placa -- 
HORT'S MENTAL THAGE ~ AMY'S HOUSZ (NEW) 63 


-~ and the house ia restored once more. Now we're looking more 
clegely at a certain window, a window in a corner of the third 


floor. 
INT AMY'S HOUSE ~ THIRD FLOOR DAY 64 


62 


This room ia ona of those strangely shaped but cool corner rooms 
you find in this kind of bouse. It's being set up as an office, 
Amy's office. Amy is excited, talking to us, showing us 
somathing. 


AMY 
It's the beet room in the house, at 
least for me. Down hera, chack it out. 


She bends down in a corner, shoves some boxes out of the way, 
revealing a window in an odd place, down at floor lavel. You 
could easily miss it if you didn't look for it. 


She slidas down the wall next to it, points down. 


e” 


&4 


65 


6é 


67 


53. 62/32/2003 


CONTINUED: 64 
AMY [sont’d) 
See that little patch of dirt? The 
only place you can see it is from up 
here. I want te put a garden there. 
She pulis her kness up to her chest, stares happily out the 
window. 
ANT (cont'd) 
It's a aecret window, and it looks down 
on à secrat garden. 
BIT AMY'S HOUSE - RUIN DAY 65 


Bagk outside, looking up at the third floor, and this time we 
san ses Amy in the windew, until she dissolves away, along with 


the house. 


The smoking hulk is all that remains. Mort is moved, now 
there's a wistful smile on his face. 


AMY (0.&,} 
Mort! 


He turns, smile still on his lips -- 


-~ until he sees Ted striding toward him with Amy, holding her 
hand, 


Suddenly, another =-= 
MENTAL IMAGE - MOTSL ROON 


-~ and this one isn't nearly so pleasant. It's Mort‘s point of 
view of the ugly scene we saw in the opening. He storms intc 
the hotel room, Amy and Ted struggle to cover their naked 
bodies, they all scream st each other -=~ 


66 


EIT AMY’S HOUSE ~ RUIN DAY 67 


~~ and the wistful smile disappears from Mert'e face, turning 
into something hard and hurt by the time thay reach hin. 


HORT 
Ei. 


He hugs her, shs hogs kia back hard. Over her shoulder, he 
wakas brief eye contact with Ted, who forces a semi-polite 


grimace. 
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CONTINUED: 67 


NORT {cont'd} 
{zoftly, in har ear} 
Z'n sorry about all of this, Amy. All 
of it. Really sorry. 


ANY 
Sco an I. 


TED 
(slight Scuthera accent) 
He toc. 


HORT 
{fuck you, Tad} 
Phank you, Ted. 


Amy retreats to Tead’s side. WICKERSHAM, the fire chief, 
approaches them with a polica detective, BRADLEY. Wickersham 


addresses Tad and Any. 
WICKERSHAM 
My, and Nrg. Rainey? 
Three responses, all at onde: 
AMY NORT 
Yea? Ho. 


TED 
Uhh... 


Wickersham looka back and forth, confuged. Amy takes a step 
toward Mort’s sida. 
AMY 
Wa are. Were. The owners. 
WICKERS HAM 


(now really confused) 
Were? You don’t own it anymore? 


Bradley gives Wickersham a lock ~- figura it out, idiot. Mort 
helps hin. 


MORT 
Were Mr. and Mra. Rainey. Are the 
owners. 

WICKERS HAM 
Ah. L 


ec 


he, 
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CONTINUED: (2) 67 


BRADLEY 
I'm Steven Bradley, I'm a detective 
with the Riverdale F.D., this is Fire 
Chief Wickersham. We won't keep you 
long, the insurance investigator nesds 
to sea you in the city at three. 


WICKERSBAM 
You're definitely the victims of arson. 
The fire was started by an incendiary 
device made from a bottle of Hoet 
Chandon champagne and a couple quarts 
of plain old gasolina. 


BRADLEY 
Bo let's start with enemies. You got 


any? 


any 
He. Ho one. 


TED 
Hot a soul, 


Mort looks at Ted, really irritated. 


HORT 
Okay with you if I answer these, Ted? 


Ted holds up his hands, okay, okay- Mort turus to Bradley. 


KORT {cont'd} 
Yes. I have an enemy. 


Amy locks at him. Bradley pulls out his notabook. 
cur Td; 


INT TITNSORANCE OFFICE DAY 68 


Back in the city, back in another office with a great view, this 
time at a conference table. Bradley and FRAN EVANS, an 
insurance investigator in her fifties, are on one side, Amy, 
Hort, and Ted are on the other. Amy sits betvean her two men. 
This mast be fun. 


EYANS 
I'm sorry I wasn't there to meet you 
this morning, I spent most of last 
night poking through the site with a 
flashlight and a Polaroid, 
(utops heraalt} 
Sorry. Broke one of my own rules. 
{MORE} 


CONTINUED: 


5é. 


62/12/2003 
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EVANS (cont ‘d) 
I don't like to call it “the site.” It 
It was a house. Your 


house, and I'm very sorry for your 


wasn't a site, 


loss. 


MORT 


Thank you... 


Be glances at her business card, which he’s holding ip his hand. 


HORT (cont ‘d} 


»o+Hts. Evang. 


EVANS 
That still say Mrs.7 


(teks) 


Fran is fine. Look, these meetings are 
difficult. People in your situation 
ars already upset, understandably so, 
and quite often they take the prasence 
of an investigator as an accusation 
that they torched their own property. 


AMY 
T hava to admit, I did feel a little on 
the spot. Thenks for bringing it up. 


Ted noda, so viclently that his head might have been on a . 
string. Mort notices, just stares at him. All Tad has to do is 


breathe to irritate Mort. 


EVANS 
And in this case we certainly seen to 
have a plausible suspect in this Mr. 
Shooter, whom our people will 
investigate aggressively along with the 
police, but in tha meantins... 
{pulls out a file folder) 


Phe hard part. 


She puts the file on the table in front of then delicately. 


. EYANS {cont'd} 
It's a list of your claimad insurable 
property. You look it over, tban sign 
an affidavit ewearing that the items 
listed still belong to you, and that 
they ware stili in the house when the 
Anything that wasn't 


fire occurred, 


there, put a check, 


a = 
{tiny Pause} 


{MORE} 


I‘m told there was 


| 
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68 CONTINUED: [2} 68 


EVANS {cont'd} 
~- separation of residence recently, soô 


a ny 
©. that last bit may be particularly 
l important. . 
. MORT 
We're in a divorce. It isn't final 
yet. 
AMY 


The settlenent agreement is al} done, 

everything's ready to go, we're really 

just waiting for it te be signed. 
iwith a quick glance at Mort) 

By both parties. 


Sed looks at Mort teo, not such a quick glance. Mort ignores 


then. 
KORT 
(to Evang) 
T moved ont six months ago, but. I 
hadn’t got around to hauling all my 
stuff cut of the house yat. 
EVANS 
rr Been down that road. Thase things just 
: have to follow thair natural course. 
& Things wrap up when everybody's ready 
for that to happen, 
HORT 


(a returned quick glance at 


Any) 
That's been my feeling. 


EVANS 
Do the best you can with the liat. 


Amy looks down at it. Mort leans in ovar her left shoulder. 


And Ted leana in ovar her right shoulder. Amy notices and tips 
the file just a little bit in his direction so they can all gee 


it. 


Mort is furious, but holds it in. He reaches out and tipa the 
file back in his own direction. 


AMY 
Mort. k é 


NORT 


C (to Ted, softly livid) 
l Do you actually intend to rubbarneck? 
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CONTINUED: (3) 68 


The tension in the room is thick as cake frosting. For a moment 
no one says & word, Detective Bradley's eyes move alertly back 
and forth between the thres of then. 


Finally: 


TED 
{through clenched teeth) 
I hardly think- 


NOHT 
I'm not going to freak out about this. 
But this was our stuff, Amy. Ours. 


TED 
It isn't as if- 


ANY 
No, he's right, Ted. 


EVANS 
He is, Mr. Hiltner. The law says you 
have no right to be looking at the 
listed items at all. We wink at 
somathing like that if nobody minds... 
bet I think Hr. Rainey doss. 


HORT 
Yeo. Mr. Rainey minds a lot. 


axy switches her unhappy leok of appeal from Mort to Ted. Tad 
atareas at Mort evenly -~ . 


~=- and then turns to speak to Amy, ignoring sveryone else. 


TED 
Would it help matters if I tock a watk 
around the block?’ 


MORT 
Way not make it two? 


CUT TO: 


INT CORRIDOR DAY E9 
The meeting ovar, Mort, Amy, Fran Evang, and Bradisy walk down 
the hallway to tha elevators. Evans and Bradisy are talking to 
ong another in the rear, Mort and Amy are in front. 


Amy puts « hand on Mort's arm and pulls closer to him, 


Mics sa 
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CONTINUED; 65 


ANY 
I’m sorry about in there, about Ted. 
You have no idea how hard it is to be 
the one in the middle. 


Mort seas that she maang it and musters up some kindness. 


HORT 
shitty situation. so fucking dult, 
nuk? 


She laughs dryly and nods. They reach the elevators. 


AKY 


Mort, I want to ask you... 
{zhe puts a handon hia arm} 


I don't want to upset you... 


Che looks over at Evans and Bradley, who are right behind then, 
but Ivans ostches tha look and she and Bradley retreat a faw 
steps down the hallway and turn away politely. 


Mort looks at Amy, warms to her, is even concerned about her. 


MORT 
What is it? 


Amy turns back to Mort, leans in closer snd lowers her voice 
confidentially. He puts his hand on hers. 


AKT 
Between you and ms, okay? 


HORT 
Absolutely. 


- AMY 
This guy Shooter: His story, I mean, 
Mort, is this situation... is it liks 
the other tine? 


Mort's warmth occls. He withdraws his hand. He's furious. 


MORT 
Look. That was the only time I evar 
did anything ramotaly like that, it 
never happened before or sincs. I was 
just out of grad school, we ware broke, 
we thought you wara pregnant, remember 
all that? 


ANT 
Okay, okay... 
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69 CONTINUED: {2} 69 


TAU 
©- KORT 
. It was stupid and desperate and I’ve 


paid for it. I paid the guy everything 
he asked and I've kept paying, believe 
me, avery singie night for about 
fifteen years. You're the only peraon 
who knows about it besides tha lawyers, 
and even though we're not together I 
axpect you to keep it that way. 


AMY 
Fine. 


A horrible thought strikes him. He tries to catch her eye. 


MOR? 

You heven't told Ted, have yon? 
AMY 

(unconvincing) 

Ne. 
MORT 

Hava you? 

@ ` Tha alevator BINGS, the doors open, and guess who steps off. 

TED 


Wall, do I have timing or what? 


KORT 
Yeah, I'm sorry you had to miss that, 
Ted. I know how mach you like my 
things. 


Another awkward silence, which Tad bag had just about enough of. 


TED 


{to Mort} 
We're going to talk for a minute. 


He starts to reach for Mort's arm, thinks better of it, and nods 
ae over to a corner of the hallway. Mort locks at the 
o erg. 


HCET 
Excuse ma, I'm in trouble. 


IN THE CORNZR, 


fs Mort joina Tad, who is pissed off. This is not a side of him he f 


shows when he's with Any. 


i 
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CONTINUED: 


Mort furrows his brow. 
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(3} 


TED 
I've had about enough of your bullshit. 


HORT 
You've had enough? 


TED 
Narriagas end, I'm sorry. J didn't 
end yours, it was over when I got 
there. 


MORT 
Wow, you must have thought her wedding 
ring waa weird, then. 


. TSD 

Nevertheless, I apologized to you. 
Months ago, I know you don't vant me 
in your life -- guess what, I don't 
want you in mine either. But until 
your divorce is dons there's not much 
we can do about it. I fust want you to 
know I decidsd a long time ago that I 
will not lat you opzet Amy any more 
than you already have. I «m not 
prepared to let that happen. fo last'a 
just wrap this up and get cut of each 
other‘s lives permanent. 

(a toothy, weird amile) . 
Okay? Are wa gettin’ the measage I'm 
sendin’? 


Ted's Southern accent is a bit stronger on that last lina. 
looks at him, noticing it, 


HORT 
Where are you from, Teddy? 
TED 
Tennassee. Horty. 
NOR? 


Really. I thought maybe Mississippi 


TED 
No, long way from there. A little town 
callad Shooter's Enob, Tennessee. 


eur TO: 


63 


Mort 


Did he hear what he thought he heard? 


@- 
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INT MORT'S CAR NIGHT 70 


Mort drives back to Tashmore Lake with his hands clamped to the 
steering wheal, his spine as straight as a ruler and his yes 
fized firmly on the road. He has the radio on, blasting, trying 


to ‘stave off thought. 


Doesn't work. He SNAPS the radio off, highly agitated. Pror tha 
first time, we hear his thenughts. (A note about that -- Mort's 
thoughts don't come through clearly, lika voice over. Thay 
swirl end overlap, the way your thoughts do, some just whispers, 
some louder than that, end some fragments spokan out loud.) 


KORT 
{inner voice) 
Well that's kind of a 
{out loud) 
fucking coincidence 
(inner voice) 
isn't it? 


He rubs his head, thinking, thinking. 


MORT (cont 'd} 
{inner voics) 
Maybe he knows him 
{out Lond} 
sending me a nessage 
 f{iuner voice) 
gonna fucking figure this out, Taddy. 


Re flicks the radio beck on, even louder. 
CUT TO: 


EIT CARIN NIGET Tt 


Headlights splash down the driveway of Mort's cabin as a car 
pulls in. The headlights stop, shining right on the cabin from 


about twenty yards away. 
INT MORT’S CAR NIGE? . 72 


Mort sits in the car, engine idling, locking arcund the 
Property. No sign of another car. 


MORT 
{imner voice) 
Come on, Kelsch... 
{aleud) 
Five hundred a day and where the hell 
are you when I need you? 
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CONTINUED; 72 


He takes one more look around, drops the car in geer, and pulls 
right up to the front porch, just a few feet from the first 
step. He putes it io park, kills the lights, and gets out. 


EXT FRONT PORCH WIGHT 73 


He climbs the steps quickly, keys the front door, and gous 
inside, 


INT CABIN HIGET 


Mort flicks on a light and hangs the keys on the hook by the 
front door, SLAMHING and locking tha door behind him. 


74 


fhe phone RINGS. 


EKORT 
Gee, I bet it's good news. 
He reaches for it. 


INT CHEAP MOTEL HIGET 


Ken Kelech is sprawled out on tha bright orange bedspread in 3 
small town motel. A couple mini-bar bottles are open on the 
bedside table next to him, he's drinking bourbon end water out 
of a plastic bathroca cup. The Cheetos lock good too. 


?5 


KELSCH 
{into tha phone) 
Where the hell you bean all day? 


` INT CABIN - LIVING ROOM NIGHT 76 


Mort's etanding in the living room, phone in hand. 


MORT 
I might ask you the same question. 


KELSCE (0.5.]} 
Relax, you're fins, I chackad your 
cabin an hour ago. 


MORT 
He showed up right aftar you left last 
night » 
Int MOTEL NIGHT 77 


Kelsch eita up. 


77 
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64, 02/12/2003 


X KELSCH 
Realiy? Then he bad a busy night. My 
office called se about your Riverdale 
house, I'm sorry. 


INT CAEIN ~ LIVING ROOK RIGHT 


MORT 
The worst part is I hadn't got the 
magazine trom my atudy yet. The one 
with the story he says I stole. Now it 
went up in tha fire. 


FELSCH {0.8.) 
You still want to go through with it? 
Maating him, showing him the magazine? 


NORT 
Hell yes. I‘vs spent the last half 
year walking through a shitstorm, Ken, 
having things happen to ma. This is 
something I want to handle myself. Ee 
oan go to jail or go away or go to 
hall, it's all the same to ms. As long 
as he’s gone, 


INT MOTEL RIGHT 
Kelesh turna, swings his legs off the bad. 


KELSCH 
Good. Because I called your agent when 
I heard ahout the house, I figurad he'd 
have a copy of the magazine. He sent 
an original by overnight today, you can 
pick it up at your post office tomorrow 
after three. 


XORT (0.8.) 
I knew there was a reason I hired you. 


.  KELSCE 
There's something else, I caught up 
with your Tom Greenleaf today. The guy 
that drove past you and Shooter on tha 
Take Road. 


INY CABIN - LIVING ROOK NIGHT 


MORT 
Yeah? 
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CONTINUED: 60 
ERLSCH (0.8. ) 
You're not gonna like this. 
HORT 
Ee didn't ses anything? 
INT MOTEL NIGET 83 
Kelsch coneults his notepad. 
KELSCH 
Worse. First he says he did go down 
take Drive on Tuesday and he saw you 
like you said, Imt then he gets weird, 
says no no as, dome to think of it I 
didn't. Didn't ese anybody. Wasn't 
evan op Lake Drive on Tuesday. 
HORT (0.8.) 
Well, Tom'a seventy-five if ha's a day. 
Might've slipped his mind. 
KELSCE 
Bullshit. He was way up on a scaffold 
when I saw hin, painting your Parish 
Ball. Looked strong as an ox to me. 
INT CABIN - LIVING ROON NIGET 82 
HORT 


Doesn't mean his memory's good. 


KELSCH (0.6,.} 
Don't bea naive. The guy was scared 
shitliess. somebody got to hin. 


NORT 
Come on, why wouid Shooter possibly 
care if Tom Greenlsaf knows he's here? 


RELSCH (0.8.) 
That degends., 


NORT 
On what? 


KELSCEH {0.S.)} 
On what he plans to do to you. I'm 
revising my opinion, Mort. I don’t 
think Shooter's just some nut, 
intimidation of witnesses speaks to a 
thought-out plan. 


AN 
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INT MOTEL NIGHT 83 


Kelsch speaks carefully. Doean’t want to be too alarming -- 
which of course he is. 


KELSCH 
We need to consider the possibility 
thet he was Airad to do this. Somebody 
with a grudge against you, hires a 
tough guy to rattle you, soara you to 
death. But he hires the wrong guy. 
Things get out of control. They go 
further than they're. supposed to... 
dead dogs, burned-down houses. Now he 
can't call him off. 


INT CASIK RIGHT ga 
Mort sags to the coffees table. He speaks quietly. 


NORT 
Ted. 


KELSCH {0.5.)} 
Rho’ 


MORT 
He‘s trying to gaalight ma. 


KELSCH {0.S.} 
Who's Ted? 


MORT 
Amy's... the guy Amy left me for. 
Maybe that's why the guy calls himself 
Shooter, Ted wants me to know it's him. 
Trying to intimidate me, send me a 
message. i 


KELSCH {0.8.)} 
Why? What doses hs want? 


KORT 
I don't know. 


KELSCH 
Did you piss him off? Give hin a 
reason to hate you? 


Mort thinks about that, closes his ayes. A flash of something 
crosses the screen, vary faat, it could have been the motel room 
from the opening, probably was, it's hard to tell. Mort snaps 
his eyes open. 
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CONTINUED: 84 


KORT 
Might have. 


KELSCH 
Okay, here‘s what we do. What other 
proof de you have that Shooter was 
here? Other than the manuscript. 
Physical evidence, I’m talking about. 


Mort atrainsg to think, a hand to the side of his head, 
ranepbering the episodes with Shooter by the lake. Images from 
their encounter flash past: 


` RXT PATH BY THE LAKE DAY 85 


-= Shooter gets in-Mort's face, GROWLS at him; 


SHOOTER 
You lie. 


-- Shooter's hande grab Mort by the biceps and shove him back 
against the car, hard. 


~~ &hooter‘s bands, holding Mort's arms, hard. His fingers and 
thumbs pressing in so hard they're turning white. 


INT CABIN - LIVING ROOM NIGET ; 86 


HORT 
Hold the phone a sec, 


He drops the receiver and shoves his sleevas up as far as 
they'll go. He holds out his arms. At first he seas nothing, 
then he rotates them outward as far as they'll go and there they 
are, two yallowing bruises on the inaide of sach arm, just above 
the albow -- marks made by Shooter's thumbs. 


BACK OH THE COUCH, 
Hort picks up the phone again. 


. MORT {cont'd} 
Bruises. On ny arms, where he grabbed 
me. 


JNT HOTEL NIGHT : $7 


KELSCH 
Rot very concrete, but it's emotional, 
it might get to hin. You and me ars 
gonna go see Greenleaf together. Bring 
the manuseript, bring your bruises. 
(MORE) 
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COSTINUED: 87 


KELSCH {cont'd} 
I‘m gonna push the guy hard, make it 
impossible tor him to lie. If be'il 
tall the police hea was threatened too, 
then we've got something, it cartainly 
ties him to the Zire. 


MORT (0.8.) 
I'll meet you at Bowie's for breakfast. 


KELSCH 
$ a.m, sharp. 


Int CABIN ~ LIVING ROON RIGHT as 
NORT 
See you there. 


EELSCH {0.5.) 
And bring your six gun, Pilgrim. 


Mort, who was about to hang up, freezes at that last word. 


KELSCH (0.5.) (CONT'D) 
I'm kidding. 
{ne response} 
You still there? 


MORT 
Yeah. I‘11 see you at nine. 


He hangs up quickly. Sits there staring at the phone for a long 
mouent, hunoched over it. 
cour TO: 


INT CABIN ~ BEIDROON RIGET 89 


Mort's in bed. Wida awake. Ha locks up at the ceiling. Flips 
over, Ylops the cther way. Ee bolts out of bed, dragging the 
blankets with him and heads -- 


INT CABIN - LIVING ROOH NIGET 96 


=~ into the darkened living room, atraight for the couch.. 
Except thia time we don't even see Nort, we are Mort, drifting 
toward the couch, sucked in by it, down inte its pillow, between 
its cushions, into ita inky recesses. 
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CONTINUED: 2o 


We roll over, face up at the ceiling. The entire room recedes 
from us, as if we’re falling into a deep deep hole, but we don't 
sven mind that mich, at least it'a quiet, and we know we'll see 
nothing in that hole that frightens us because at ita bottom 
there is only 


SLACK. 


INT CABIN DAY 21 
Juat as we went into the hole, we rise slowly out of it, out of 
the black toward a pinprick of light in tha distance. We're 
pulled toward the light the way we were sucked inte the black, 
bat this hurts more, it's that bright. 


We cona up out of the couch inte the living room, wickad bright 


with morning sunlight. 


Mert wincesa from it, his head still deap in the pillow. 
Ee sits up, swings his legs off the couch == 


-= and GROANS in pain, a groan so loud it’s almost a muted 
scream. Hie hands dart up, he tries to hold his back, his 
kness, and his right arm ail at the same time. 


MORT 
Oh my God... 


He rubs hig right shoulder, tries to massage aome life into it. 


MORT {cont'd} 
{inner voice) 
that door 
{aloud} 
how bard did 
{inner voice) 
bathroom door 
{aloud ) 
hard did I hit it? 


Ee squints across tha room, to a clock on the far wali. 


It's a quarter after ten. 


HORT (cont'd) 
Oh ahit. 


He geta to his feet, painfully, and whips on a tee shirt. He's 
atill wearing his pants, 


Peet step into shoes and he heads for the door. He reaches up 
to snatch his car keys from the hook ~- 


31 


$2 


$3 


24 


95 


70. 02/12/2003 


CONTINUED: 91 


=~ bat they're not thers. Ee looks. That's weird. Thonght ha 
leit them there last night. 


Ee pots his pooketa. Hope. Turns and looks around the room, 
Bub wh. 


INT KITCHEN DAY 92 
Mort's car keys are sitting on the counter in the kitchen. Be 
comes through the swinging door, looks around the room, spots 
then. 
Hw comes over and picks them up, bounces them thoughtfully on 
the palu of hia hand. 
NORT 
(inner voice} 
Don’t like thet. 
{out Loud) 
Don't iike that at all. 
INT LIVING ROOM DAY l 93 
Mort crosses the living rocam, throws open the front door =~ 
94 


Ext PRON? PORCH DAY 
~~ and steps in bis tracks. 
Shooter's hat is lying on the porch in front of the door. 


The distinctive black hat with the round crown. Mort stands 
there locking at it, his heart beating in his «ars (and oura}. 


ort steps down cff the porch, cutting a wide semi-circle around 
the hat, and stands where his car ought to ba, right in front of 
the porch, where he left it last night. He looks around, sees 
it parked over next to the garags, a hundred feet away. 


He Looks down at the keys in his hand, turns and looks back at 
the bat on the porch. 


INT BUICK DAY ` 95 


Mort rips open the door of the var and slides behind the wheel. 
His eya is caught by the ashtray, which is hanging open, four 
cigarette butts in it. 


He reaches down and pulls one out, pinching it betwsan his 
fingernails. He holds it up to lock at it. Unfiltered Pall 


Mall. 
Mort chucks it back into the ashtray as if it were radioactive. 
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EIT FRONT PORCH DAY 96 


Mort picks up Shooter's bat with the same distaste he showed the 
cigarette butt, He flips it over, peers into it. Nothing out 
of the ordinary, just a very old sweat~stained inner band. 


The band is dark and slick, Mort catches a whiff of it end 
furrows his brew. Recognizes that small but can't places it. 


EXT . BUICK DAY 97 
The hat pails inte the trunk of the Buick and the lid SLAMS shut 
ever it. 


whe car sprays gravel out af the driveway. 
cur TO: 


INT BOWIE'S STORE DAT 98 


GERDA 
Mort Rainey! 


The door to Bowie's Store BANGS shut bahind Mort, who winces at 
the noise as half a dozen heads turn from the counter whara 
GERDA BOWIE, tail and busty and loud, is serving breakfast to a 
bunch of LOCALS. The store part of Bowie's is in the hack, the 
front is a coffse shop. 


GERDA (cont'd) 
Haven‘t seen you in a coon's age] 
Wsiting any good books lately? 


HORT 
Prying, Pailing. 


Ha looks around the place for Kalech, whe dsn‘t there, Damn it, 
missed him. Mort takes a seat at the far and of the counter, a 
faw stools away from evarybody else. 


As Gerda finishas serving the others, Mort calla out to her. 


HORT (cont'd) 
Garda, you wouldn't maka me ooe of your 
bacon end cheese and whatevar-the-hell- 
else~you-got omelettes, would you? 


GERDA 
Shit no! ; 


She laughs to show she's only joking. ‘The other man at “he 
sanater; Public Works guys in green coveralls, laugh along with 
ar. 


mteaa amea m e e a a en the aa mr aa Meare Hine wy ame 
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CONTINUED: 3B 


GERDA {cent ‘d} 
Giums a minuts. 


Mort node as the FW guys steal glances at him. They find him 
odd, always hava, and they're not too shy to stare. Mort's 
uncemfortable, he looks away. 


To his laft, a BUSEOY is stocking the cigarette rack next to the 
cash registar. Es has a carton of Pall Malls and is taking the 
packs out one at a time, loading them into the rack. Mort 
tares at the brand. ‘fhe Susboy notices and looks back at hin. 


BOSBOY 
Would you like a pack? 


fe holds ons of the red packs out ts Mort enaticingly. 


HORT 
I don't smoke. 


GERDA 
Good for you, honey. 


She flips Mort's coffee cup right side op and pours him sone. 


GERDA {cont ‘d} 
(lewers har voics) 
Beard about your divorce, Mort. I'm 
sorry. 


= KOBI 
Thanks f] Gerda, 


GERDA 
Are you taking care of yoursel?? 


NORT 
Werkin' on it. ° 


GERDA 
Because you lock a little peaky. 


He looks up at her, tries to hide his annoyance. 


KORT 
It's bard work getting to sleep suas 
nights. I guess I'm not used te the 
quiet yet. 


GERDA 
Bullshit. It‘s sleeping alons you're 
not used to yet, 

{MORE} 


Pr en ee 
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CONTINUED: (2) 98 
GERDA {ront'd) 
But s man doesn’t have to glaap alons 
forever, Nort, just because some fool 
woman- 
MORT 
{cutting har off} 
Did a guy come in here this morning 
looking for ma? Around nine o‘clock? 
GERDA 
wo. 
KORT 
Big guy, very Hew York cop? 
GERDA 
Wo. Wo, doesn’t ring a ball. 
MORT 
Nine o'clock? I was supposed to mest 
him but I overslept. 
GERDA 
Maybe he did too, ‘cause he sure as 
boll wasn't in here. 
CUT To: 
EZT PARISH RALL DAY 99 


Mort pulls up in front of the Parish Hall, one side of which is 
covered in scaffolding., Ap old Ford Bronco is parkad in front 
with a camper on the back and a sign reading SONNY TROTTS 
PAINTING ~ CARETAKING ~- CARPENTRY on oach of the doors. 


Nort gets out of bis Buick and walks over to the base of the 
scaffolding. Ha calls np to BONNY TROTYS, fortyish, slapping 
paint onto the siding three stories up. 


MORT 
Sonny! Hey, Sonny! 


Sonny goes on painting, can't hear Mort over the Roger Whittaker 
aong playlag on bis boom box. 


KORT (cont ‘’d} 
SONNY! : 


Sonny jerks. White paint flies from the end of Ais brush and 
for a momsnt it looks like be might fall, but he grabs onto one 
of the ropes and steadies himself. He locks down. 


© 
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$3 CONTINUED; 99 
SONNY 
Why, Mr. Rainey! You gave me a belluva 
turn! 
i MORT 
I'm sorry. I thought you were going to 
fall off. 
SONNY 
Mot ma. Tom might fall off, maybe, but 
not mae, 
HORT 
You geen him today? Tom? 
SONNY 
Kever showad up. ‘Course that ain't 
unuxual for Tom, if his aciatica’s at 
it. 
MOR? 
Anybody come around looking for him? 
JONNY 
Wall. t4 
tthinka) 
You. 
curt TO: 

100 IST MORT’S CAR DAY 100 
Mort drives out of town on the main road, headed back to his 
house. As he passes a gas station he does a double take, 
catching sight of a car parked at the pumps. 
it's o purple BAW. 

A guy is standing near the rear cf the csr, at the gas tank, 
facing the rosd. He looks awfully familiar. He should. It's 
Ted. 

A born BLARES, Mort snaps his head back toward the road to avoid 
hitting the oncoming truck, then he stomps on the brakes. 
Amazament is replaced by anger. He SLAMS the car into reverse 
and backs up -~ 

101 EXT GAS STATION DAY 261 


-= hauling it into the gas station parking lot right up beside 
Ted's car. Mort gets ont of the car acclly and saunters over to 
Tad, who's screwing the gas cap back on. 


ne er 
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CONTINUED: 101 


HORT 
tice) 
What are you doing bere? 


TED 
As a matter of fact, I was just on ny 
way over to your place. 


HORT 
{glancing around) 
Whera's your buddy? . 


TED 
I came alone. 


MORT 
Sure you aid. 
{looks hin in the sys) 
I know what you're up to. 


TED 
Pair enough. 


Ted stares at Mort. Nia tone is vague and threatening, he's 
choosing his words very carefully. 


TED {cont'd} 
Look, I admit. .» o 


Ha awallows, and we detect something else in hin. Ted is 
nervous. Or is he scared? Ha‘s hard to read. 


TED (cont'd) 
Mort, a lot of what's going on right 
now is my fault. Mest of it, in fact. 


NORT 
So you're admitting it? 


TED 
I sort of got this ball rolling, and 
the tratb is now I'm afraid I won't be 
abla to stop it. 


Mort stares him down. A quiet rage is brewing inside hin. 


HORT 
What do you want? 


TED 
I want you to end things. Once and for 
all. 


a 
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101 CONTINUED: (2) 101 


Ted pulls something from his shoulder bag, a thick sheaf of 
legal-locking papers. 


TED {cont'd} 
You need to sign your papers, Mort. 


Mort just stares at him, aghast, 


TED (cont'd) 
amy and I can’t go on until your story 
ig put to rest. 


NORT 
What the fuck is... my dirorce papers?! 
Tell her to send ‘am to my lawyer. 


TED 
She did. He said you- 


MORT 
That's whet this has all been about? 
Gatting me to sign the God damn 
settlewant? 


TED 
Just cool down a minute... 


MORT 

(putting it all together) 
My Ged, it's because of the book deal, 
isn't it? Beceuse my deal's up in a 
few months, and you two want me to sign 
now so I'm locked into higher alimony 
for the next ten years. That's what 
this is, it's gosey, Jesus Christ, this 
is all about money! And you two think 
you're gonna suscla me for it?! 


TED 
I'd hate to see where things could end 
up if we let this ga on. I think you 
know what I mean. 


NORT 
Well Teddy, I think I do, but here's 
the problem. I don't respond wall to 
intimidation. I never have. Brings 
ent my inner asaheola. 


Na gives Ted a herd shove in the shoulder, halfway between a 
punch and a push. 
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CONTINUED: {3} 101 


HORT {cont'd} 
See what I mean? 


Es gives him another hard shove, in the other shoulder. Harder 


than the last, 


HORT (cont ‘d) 
Just gets you all riled up, dosan't it? 
Bo whatever alse you think you got for 
me, bring it on. You started thia? 
You're gonna finish it? Fuck you, it's 
out of your control and you know it. 
I'm going to finish this. Do me a 


favor and tell ~-=- 
(a hard Singer in Ted's chest} 


~~ that to your little friend. 


Suddenly enraged, Ted lashes out, unleashing a hard right cross 
that's headed straight at Mort's jaw. Nort bobs to the right, 
fast reflexes, just missing the punch, which lands ~- 


-- on the driver's window of Ted's car. Thera's a sharp CRACK, 
but the glass is intact, so it wasn't the window. it wae two 


bones in Ted’s hand. 


Ted CRIES OUT in pain and orumples to hia knees. Mort looks 
down at him. 


HORT {cont'd} 
Got yourself a temper, huh? 3o do I. 


CUT TO: 


Int CABIN - LIVING ROOM ` DAY 162 


Back home. Mort sits on the couch in his living room, arms 
folded across his chest, staring at somathing on the coffes 


table. < 
Shooter's hat. Dead center on the tabletop, 


Mort sits forward, inspects it more closely. He's just reaching 
out to pick it up when -- 


~~ the phone RINGS at about four thousand decibels. Mort jumpa 
a foot, as if auddenly awakened. 


HORT 
About time, Kan. 
fanawers it) 
Helle? 


78. l 02/12/2003 
102 


102 CONTINUED: 


163 


SROOTER {0.5.) 
Go to where we met the other day. 


Mort freezes, recognizing Shooter's voices. 


SHOOTER {0.8.}) (CONT'D) 
Walk down the path a little way. 


HORT 
Why? 


SHOOTER (0.8.1 
You inpress ms as a man who thinks the 
way old folks chew their food, Mr. 
Rainey, but I’m willing to give you all 
the time you need. 1°11 catch up with 
you this afternoon. Anybody you call 
between now and then is your 
responsibility. 


HORT 
What did you do? 


But there's only a dead line. 


MOR? (cont’d) 
{a whisper} 
What in God's name did you do?- 


cUT To: 


EIT PATE BY THE LARE DAY 193 


Mort scrambies up the hillside on the path by the lake, through 
the beaten-down bushes on either side. He's breathing hard, 
sweating, stumbling, he must have run all the way from his 


bouse. 


He reaches the top of the hill, comes out ints the clearing at 
the edge of Laka Drive, and sees it. 


Tom Greenlanf’s Scout, the same car that drove past the othar 
day when Greenleaf sow Mort and Shooter talking by the side of 
the road. 


Two men are inside the car, one in the driver's seat, the other 
in back. Weither one is moving. 


Mort edges closer, starting to hyperventilate. 
Tom Greenleaf is behind the wheal with his head thrown back =- 
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79. 02/12/2063 


CONTINUED: 203 


=~ and 4 screvdriver buried to the hilt in his forehead, above 
his right eye. 


BORT 
Ob God... oh my God... oh Jasug... 


Mort's syes lock onto the screwdriver handle. It's distinctive, 
a badly chipped red plastic handia, the same screwdriver Mort 


pulled out of Sump. 


It's Mort‘s. 


Mort's head snaps to get the bad news from the back seat. Kan 
Kealaokh is back there, a hatchet planted in the top of his head. 
His eyes are open. Brains have trickled down around his ears 


and dried. 


Written along the hatchet's handle in faded but still legibles 
rad lettere is one word -- RAINEY. 


Mart stands completely still, not even breathing. The world 
swims around him, it slows to a near stop, most sound draina 
away, and the sounds thet don't become unnaturally loud. 


A CHICKADEE calls. 

A WOODPECKER taps on a tree. 

A freshening breeze raisas whitecaps on the lake. 

There ig a rustling sound behind Mort. Be wheelae around so fast 
he almost falls -~ would have fallen, if he hadn't had the Scout 
to lean against. 

It's a squirrel, It looka down at Mort with bright hate from 
where it's frozen balfway up the trunk of a maple trea, blazing 
with red fall flare. 

Mort stares at the squirrel for s long momant. The squirrel 
Btores back. Sweat runs down Mort's cheek. He's still not 


breathing. He tries to GASP, nothing comes in, his lungs are 
clenched aud empty. 


FROM MORT'S POINT OF VIEW, 
the world divides into dozens of neat rectangular boxas, dozans 
of identical images of the squirrel on the tree, then the images 


start to move, to tilt up, it's sky, then it's the Scout, then 
it's the ground, wa realize Mort is falling —- 


BACK BY THE FATH, 


n s 
© 


103 


104 


80. . 02/32/2003 


CONTINUED: (2} 103 


~~ and his face SHACKS into the dirt as he loses consciousness. 
. CUT TO; 


EXT PATH BY TEE LAKE DAY 104 


Mort opens his eyas. He's still lying next to the Scout, but 
the sun has shifted quite a bit. He sits up groggily and turns 
his wrist to look at his watch. His eyes are too blurry fron. 
sleep, he squints and pulls the watch closer. 


BHOOTER (0.&.) 
A quarter past two. 


Mort looks up. Shooter ia standing over him, silhouetted by the 
sun, which is directly behind his head. 


SHOOTER (cont'd) 
You been out about three hour. Thought 
you had a heat stroke, only it isn‘t 


SUMT. 


Mort tries to get up, but hia right leg is dead waigbt under 
bim, it buckles and he collepses again. 


SHOOTER (oont’ 4} 
You laid on the damn thing. Wouldsa 
moved you, but I didn’t want to wake 


you. 


Mort drags himself back against the Soout, lifts his right leg 
over his left, end starts pounding on it with his fists, trying 


to get some blood back inte it. 


SHOOTER (cont'd) 
Got tired of waitin and almost pinned a 
sots on you. Decided not to. You 
scare too easy. ` 


MOR? 
(still pounding his lag) 
I know what's going on! I know Tad 
hired you! 


SAOOTER 
Hired ma? Somebody Airsd ma? I ain't 
never worked a day for another man in 
my life. No sir, like I said right 
off, this ia between you and ma. 


Mort is frantically hammering on his leg, trying to gat it to 
function again. 


e 


164 CONTINUED: 


61. 02/12/2003 
104 


SHOOTER (cont ’d} 
Keep bautin’ on it like that and you'li 


never walk, 


Mort starts dragging himself away from Shooter, across tha dirt 
and to the head of the path. Shooter follows lazily. 


SHOOTER (cont'd) 
Wenldn't crawl toc far if I were you. 
You got yourself soma work to do here. 
I hooked you to thosa two men in more 
ways than yon kuow. If you leave ‘en 
here and I disappear, Mr. Rainey, you 
are going to find yourself standing 
witb your head in a noose and your fast 
in Crisco. 


KORT 
You don't scars me. 


SHOOTER 
Taah, I do. The only thing is, you're 
startin to scare me a little, too. I 
oan't quite figure you out. 


Mort stops dragging himself, realizing its pointlessnesa. He 
turns, locks up at his tormantor, at the end of hiz rope. 


NORT 
What do you vant from me? 


Bhooter squata in front of Mort, 


SHOOTER 
(almost kindly) 
Why, I told you that already, Kr. 
Rainey. I want you to fix my story. 
The one you stole. Or ain't you ready 
to admit it yet? 


MORT 
(for the thousandth time} 
I did mot... steal... your story. 


SHOOTER 
(sighs) 
No, I expect you'll let yourself go to 
Greenhaven for murder before you‘il 
admit it. 


HORT 
I didn't! I didn't! You're crazy, and 
I can prove it! 

(MORE) 


82. 02/12/2003 


104 CONTISUED: {2} 104 


HORT [eant’d} 


Q- J have tha magazine, you lunatic! Do 
you hesr ma?! I bave the goddam 
magazina! 


The responsa to this is no response. 


MORT [cont'd) 
Did you hear what I said?! 


SHOOTER 


(acitly) 
You have it? You Lave this so-called 


magazine? Right now? 


KORT 
Ko. 

SROOPER 
wall, there... 

HOR? 


It's coming Federal Express. I‘11 have 
it at three, I can pick it up in town 
at three o'clock, 


R SHOOTER 
& \ Pick what up? Some fuzzy old thing 
that’s suppored to be a copy? 


HORT 
Ho. The magazine, The actual 
magazine, dated 1993, two full years 
bafore you wrote your story. 


SHOOTER 
There can’t be any magazine. Not with 
that story in it. That story is minel 


For the first time, thers was something like real anguish in 
Shooter's voica. 


HORT 
Three o'clock, I'll meat you at four. 
Someplace public. 


SHOOTER 
No, Your houses, 


You'll kiil me. 


@. 


83, 02712/2093 
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104 CONTINUED: {3) 


He stands up 


Be starts to 


SHOOTER 

You? No, siri These others here were 
going to get is the vay of our 
business. I couldn’t have that... and 
I figured I could uss them to make you 
face up to your responsibility. That's 
all. 

{checks his watch} 
Your house in two hours. 

(jerks a thumb at the Scout) 
You got somes heavy lifting hera first. 
I'd get to it if I were you. 


to go. 


SHOOTER (cont ’d) 
By the way... if you talk to that 
Sheriff of yours again, or if you don't 
show up at four o'clock... I will burn 
your life and every person in it like a 
eanefield in a high wind, You’ll go to 
jail for killing those two man, but 
that'll be the least of your sorrows. 
Understand? 


KORT 
And suppose, just suppose, I show you 
the magazine, and it has my name on the 
contents page and py story inside. 
What then? 


SHOOTER 

(thinks) 
Than I turn myself in. But I'll take 
sare of myself before a trial, Mr. 
Rainey. Because if things turn out 
that way, than I supposes I am crazy. 
And that kind of ‘crazy man... that kind 
of crazy man hag no excuse or resson to 


live, 


walik away, then turns back with one last thought. 


SHOOTER (cont'd) 
Listen, you got my hat. I'll want it, 
one way or the othar. 


And he disappears down tha lake path. 


Mort turns, shaking, ond locks st the Scout and the dead zen in 
it. Prom down the road, he hears the HOM of a car engine, saes 
sunlight glinting off the windshield of an approaching car. 
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CONTINUED: {4} 104 


He slithers back onto the incline, out of sight except for his 
oyes. 


The car ZIPS past, takes no notice of the Scout and its lifeless 
eccupants. Mort takes a deep breath. 
A MOMENT LATER (PATH BY THE LAKE}, 105 
wa're lcoking at the door handle of the Scout. WNort's trembling 


hand, wrapped in his shirt tail, reaches out and opens it 
slowly, revealing Tom Gresnleaf‘s corpse in tha front seat. 


Mort stands there, breathing hard. First things first, that 
seravdriver's gotta come out of his head, 


Mort trias to gat himseif between Tom and the steering wheal, 
but there isn't room. He reaches down, to the electric seat 


adjustor, and pnshes it toward the back. 
The seat. HUMS back, sliding Tom along with it. 
In back, Ken Kelech shifts, turning toward Mort abruptly. 


Mort SHOUTS and jumps back, he’s stiil alive! 


But Kelsch stops, and Mort takes another look. Wo way he's 
alive with a hatchet in his head. Mort pushes the seat lever 
back again and Kelsch shifts again -- the driver's seat is 


pushing up against his dead legs. 


Now there's room for Mort to get between Greenleaf and tha 
atsering wheel. He wedges himself in, lays a forearm against 
Greoenleaf's chast, closss his free hand around the screwdriver =m 


HORT 
I'm sorry, Tom. 


~~ and givas it an almighty yank. Just as the saravdrivar 
starts to slids out with a WET CAUNCEH -- 


CUT TO: 


EXT QUARRY DAY 166 
The bloody screwdriver and the ars, both with dried human matter 
dslling their blades, lie on tha ground, removed from their 


victims, 


Mort atands beside the Scout now, its driver's door clossd. 
We're in a differant location, also abandoned. The Scout is 
running and Mort is reaching through the drivear‘a window, 
putting hie hands on the wheel. 


106 
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COHTIRUED: 106 


Straining, he reaches over and puts the thing in drive. Ths 
car's parked on a slight hillside and it starts to roll. Mort 
walks aleongeids, keeping up with it, steering it straight ahead. 


It picks up speed and Hort has to jog -~ 


== toward the edge of a sheer rock face. The sparkling waters 
of an abandoned quarry are visible far below. 


The Scout moves fester still, it'll make it over the adge on its 
own and Mort is just about to pull himself out when the car goss 
over a bump and Tom Greenieaf's body pitches forward over the 
wheel. Tom's a heavy guy, and his waight and awkward posture 


pin Mort's arms where they are. 


The HORN begins to blare. 


The Scout moves faster now, Mort isg running to keep up with the 
rolling, bumping, HONKING thing. Mort yanks his arms as bard as 
he can and manages to shove Greenleaf's body back off him, but 
the open part of the cuff of Mort's overshirt slipa over the 


gear shift lever. 
Mort is running as fast as he can, atruggling like hell to frae 
his arm, now stuck by hia shirt to the gear shift. The car's 


bouncing along fast, Mort's feet lift off the ground, he's 
running out of real estate fast, he’s going over with the God 


damn thing. 
He gives his arm one vicious pull, half the threads in the 


button at the end of his sleeve RIF ont, the other half stay 
put, the Scout’s front tires are just a few feet away from the 


edge of the reck face -- 
~= Kort HAULS his arm back as hard as he can -- 
-~ the final threads RIP free, the button pops off -- 


=- but so does Mort's wristwatch, which falls to the floor of 
the Scout, tha angraved words “I LOWE You, AMY” glittering in 
the sun == 

~~ end Mort stopa abruptly, windmilling his arms et the very 
adge of the earth aa the Bcout tips over the adge and plummets 
two hundred feat, SPLASHING into the water. 


Mort watches as the Scout bubbles and bobs and disappears inte 
the deep-bottomed black quarry waters below. 


cur TO: 
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B6, 02/12/2003 


INT CABIN -~ LIVING ROOM DAY 107 


The clock on the wall in Mort's cabin -=- it's ten te three. 


On the coffee table, the phone RINGS. It's in the foreground, 
big. After three rings, Mort bursts through the door in the 
background, dumps his shirt, grabs his wallet, his car keys from 
the hook (they're there this time) and heads back for the door. 
But through it all, the phone keeps RINGING. In the deorway in 
the background, Mort stops, thinks. 


RING. RING. RING. Somebody sure is insistent. 


Mort turns, is it Bim? 


Ha CURSES and edges over to the phons. 


MORT 
Hello? 
AHY (0.8.) 
Hort? 
MORT 
{mouths the word) 
Shit. 
{aloud} 
Hi. 
INT TED'S APARTNENT DAY 108 


amy is sitting om the edge cof a bed in a man's badrocm, a room 
we haven't seen before. She's been crying, still is. She 
speaks softly, casts the oocasicnal look to the hedroem door, 


which is closed. 


AMY 
Mort, I... I've been #o worried about 


you. 
Mort rolls his eyes, looks over at the clock on the wall. 


MORT 
I'm okay, Any. 


AMY 
Are you sure? When I saw you 
yesterday, I thought you locked... 
strained. I msan, I knew you sre 
strained, but... 
[a new thought) 
Do you... Mort, do you... 


©- 
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108 CONTINUED: 108 


HORT 
What? 


AMY 
Do you think things would have bean 
different if we'd had children? 


MORT 
Jesus, I don't know, Amy. Look, can I 
call you later? I gotta be someplace. 


He glances at hia wrist to check the tima, but his watch is 
gous. He's puszied, but doesn't have tise te think about it, as 
Amy starts to cry. Mort sighs and sits on the edge of the 
eofiee table. Fiesse God, lat me out of this conversation, 
BORT (cont'd) 
What is it? 


Hore crying. 


NORT {cont'd} 
Take a breath. 


Sniffling. 


MORT (cont‘d) 
Are you at Ted‘s7 


ANT 
Yau. 
HORE 
(knows he shouldn't, can't help 
it) 
How do you feel about hin, these days? 
AMX 
I love him. 
HORT 
Right. 
AMY 


I didn't go with othar men. I've 
always wacted to tell you that, I 
didn't go with other man. Only Ted. 
And oniy the last few months, when you 
and me were,.. when it was over 
already. 
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8B. 02/12/2003 


CONTINUED: (2) 108 


MORT 
If we ware “over” whan we were still 
together, you might have mentioned it. 
Because it was fuckin news to me. 


AMT 
That's because you weren't thera 
anymore, You ware gone so much. 


HORT 
What are you talking about? I worked 
at tom, for Christ's sake. 


AMY 
That's pot what I man. van when you 
were with ma, you were gone. Up in 
your head. You used to joke about it, 
you'd tap the side of your head, “Going 
up to the attic, honay, see you in a 
few days.“ That was no joke. I don't 
think I looked into your eyes and saw 
you locking back at ma, really with ne, 
for the last two years. 


NORT 
Yeah, it‘a all my fault. 


AMY 
Ho, I was a coward, Ted wanted us to 
go and tell you together. He kapt 
asking, and I kept putting him off. 
I'll never forget the leok on your face 
when you cpened the door of that motel 
room. I'll oarry that to my grave. 


Mort Closes his eyes to try to hold off the memory, but good 
lack with that =-~ 


INT MOTEL ROOM DAWH 103 


Wa'ra back in tbat motel room we saw at the beginning, bursting 
through tha door, first parson Mort, We sea Amy and Ted in bed, 
fumbling for the sheets, but this time we sea a littla bit mors, 
we spin around and see Mort's face, and it's twisted and painsd 
and angry, really angry, but it’s just a flash and then we're -- 
Int CABIN ~ LIVING ROOM DAY 110 
~~ back in tha living room, where Mort forces his eyes open, 
wiping cut the unpleasant memory~mevie playing on his ayslids. 


HORT 
I gotta go. 


@- 
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110 CONTINUBSD: 


89. 02/12/2063 


AMY 
Can't wa- 
HORT 
No, I really gotta go. 
AMY 
Will you call if you nsed me? 
MORT 
I doubt it. 
AMY 


Can I come up there? 


HORT 
Why on earth would you do that? 


AHT 

(pausa, than blurts it out) 
You still haven't signed tha papers, 
Mort. I know you don't want to daal 
with it, I didn't want to either, but 
come on. Everything's bsen negotiated, 
we don't disagras about a thing, I 
don't understand why you're refusing to 
sign. Don’t you want it over with? 


Hort shakes his head ~- go that’s why the phone call. 


HORT 
You're “worried about ma." And I 
believe you. What an idiot. 


ANY 
I am worried. You sound that way, 
Mort, you gound like you did six months 
ago and it's my fault, I think it's ay 
fault and I wish I could take it back 
but- 


. MORT 
I guess you shouldn't hava fucked hin, 
then, i 


He BANGS the phone down. 


INT 


TED'S APARTMENT DAT 


Amy sits with her hand on the phona, staring at it. 


decision, she gets up and goes to the dresser, 
ahest of divorce papers inte her purse and turns toward the 
Ted is standing in the doorway. 


door, 
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Sha shoves the 
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111 CONTINUED: 111 


= 
l TED 
You're not going up there? 


ANY 
I don’t want to dance around it 
anymore, once he signs it'll be over 
with and we won't have to have these 
horrible conversations every other day. 


She leaves the roca. He follows. 
112 INT LIVING HOON DAY 112 
Amy ecoops her car keys off a table near the front door. 


TED 
I'll go with you. 


He goes to get his jacket and we notice his right band is 
i heavily bandaged. 


; ANY 
I'd rather go by myself. 


f 
AN TED 
Any... 


© on 


You threw a punch at him, Ted, You 
went up to get a simple signature and 
came back with a broken hand. If you 
walk through his door with me, just the 
aight of you is gonna send him off. 


Ted can see the truth in that. She puts a hand on his cheek. 


AMY (cont‘d} 
I was married to'the guy for ten years. 
I know how to talk to him. I just want 
te gat this ovar with. That's all he 
wants. Bring things to an end, 


TED 
Be careful. 


ANY 
[kisses him] 
I’ll be back tonight. 


And she’s gone. Ted toszes his comt over a chair and stares at 
C` the closed door, thinking, 


CUT TO: 


e- 


113 Ext POST OFFICE DAY 


114 


91. 62/12/2003 


123 


A Federal Express truck ROARS past, revealing Mort's car, parked 
outside the post office. Mort is inaide it, staring at the 


departing truck. 


He looka at the post office. Doesn't want to goin. Is 
desperate to go in. 


ON THE STREET, 
Mort's car door slams. As he starts across the street toward 
the building, a VOICE calls to hin. 


He turns. Down the block, he sees Dave Rewsome, thea Sheriff ha 
apoks to earlier, gesturing to him. 


Mort lcoks round, not sow, Dave. Is Shooter watching him? 


Be waves back to Newsome and keeps walking, pretending ha 
doesn't hear the Sheriff's "hold up a sec.” 


He hurries up the steps of the building. 


INT POST OFFICE DAY 114 


The post office is nearly empty, but an innocusus government 
building never seemed so menacing. At the far end, there's a 


single clerk behind the counter, JULIET STOKER, mid«thirtias, 
born, bred and will die in Pashmorse Lake. 


She looks right at us, smiles as wo float up te her counter. 
Eha says something to us, but we don't hear it, just see har 
lips move. She furrows her brow, worried about us. She speaks 


again, this time we hear her: 


JULIET 
Mr. Rainey? Are you all right? 


Mort clears his throat, collects himsalf. 
_ MORD 
Sorry, Juliet. My throat kind of 
double-olutched on me for a sacond, 


JULIET 
You're very pale. 


She frowns, not sure what to do with him, as if he's a slightly 
irritating child prodigy whe needs special care and feeding, 


Hort eteadies himself, gripping the countar. 


92. 02/12/2003 


114 CONTINUED: 114 


pe 
MORT 


Something I ate last night, I guess. 
Did Federal Express leave anything for 
ma? 


JULIET 
No, not a thing. 


Mort's fingers squeeze the counter ferociously, turning white. 


BORY 
Parden me? 


JULIET 
{already turning sway} 
Juet the one thing, I said. 


She pulls a package off the back rack and slidas it acroas tha 
counter to him, ita bright red and bine Fad Ex lettering like a 
lighthouse in a storn. 


HORT 
; (sighs in relisf) 
i Thank you. 
aon 
. JULIET 
$ Walcoms, You know, the post office 
would have a cow if they knaw we handle 


that Federal Exprass man's mail. 


HORT 
Well, I certainly appreciate it. 


He picks up tha package and resists the urge to taar it open on 
the spot. 


JULIET 
You won't tell them, will yeu? 


Mort forces a smile and a grisly wink. 


MORT 
No way. 


JULIET 
Good. 


Mort turns and heads for the door. 


JULIET {cont ‘d} 
e ` Because I saw what you did. 


©- 


53. 02/12/2003 


114 CONTINUED: (2} 114 
HORT 
{stops ) 
Pardon me? 
JULIET 
I said they'd shoct ma if you did. You 
ought to go bona and lie down, Mr. 
Rainey. You really don't look weil at 
all. 
HORT 
That's not such a bad idea. 
115 XT POST OFFICE DAY 115 


116 


117 


118 


Mort comes out of the post office and stops. He flips the 
package over to open it but stops, noticing TWO WOMEN staring at 
him. One of them whispers something to tha othar, the second 
ons laughs, the first one SHUSHES her. 


Mort hurries toward his car. 


INT $$$‘ -‘MORT’S CAR DAY ł16 


Mort slides behind the wheel of his car, SLAMS the door. Onca 
again he’s about to open the package -- 


~~ when there's a KNOCK at his passenger door. He leaps a foot, 
locks over, sees Dave Newsome smiling at him, bent down, locking 


through the passenger window. 


DAVE NEWSOME 
Biya! Get a minute? 


Kort tosses the still-unepened Fed Ex package on the passenger 
seat as if it ware communicable. 


HORT 

Can't right now, Dave! Give you a call 

in a biti 
Hort drops the car in gear and pulls away. 
2X? STREET DAY EEEE TC) 
Deve Rewsome straightens, watching Mort's car drive away. 

CUT TO; 

INT TED‘S APARTMENT DAY 118 


Ted is sitting in a chair in his apartment, anxious as hell. 


wat 
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119 


120 


34. 02/12/2003 


CONTINUED : 118 


Making a decision, he bolts to hie feat, grabs his jackat off 
the chair and his car keys off a desk, and races out the sama 
door Amy want out. 

cur TO: 


EXT CABIN ~ DRIVEWAY DAY 119 


Hort’s Buick skids and CRUHCHES to a stop in the gravel driveway 
of his cabin. 
INT MORT'S CAR DAT 12ọ 


Finally, a moment of peace. Mort picks up the Fad Ex package 
and holds it in his hands, determined to open it this time. 


But as he starts to turn it over, a soft graynese comes over his 
vision. Things dull, bend, darken. He tries to blink it away, 
his lids close for just a second ~- 


m=- and then it's gone. Whole thing only tock three or four 
seconds. That's odd. 


Okay, mo more bullshit. Wort flips the Fed Ex envelope over in 
his hands, reaches for the tear strip -- 


~~ and finds it half pulled off. 


The package has already baen opened. 


MORT 
wwe the fuok... ? 


He rips the taar strip the rest of the way off. He turns the 
envelope upside down and a magazina drops inte his lap. Fllery 
Queen's Mystery Magazina, the loge says in bright red letteara. 
Benssath that, in much smaller type, June, 1993. 


MORT (cont'd) 
1933. 


Allowing himself a grim amile, he flips it open, looking for the 
contenta page, 


f MORT {cont'd} 
Contents... 


He flips back and forth, can't find it. He goea back to the 
haginning, where the page ought to be, and finds a thin strip of 
paper in the magazine's gutter. He thinks ha knows what that 
means. With growing alarm, he thumbs frantically through the 
magazine, dropping it once and picking it up with a little cry 
of desperation. 


a- 
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120 CONTINUBD: 


121 


On the sacond pass through he looks more carefully. 


MOR? {cont'd} 
$0, 81, 82 <= 


He flips to the next page, vees the number on it. 
XORT {cont'd} 
Se. 


Re goes back a page. 82 again. And in the margin is the sliced 
off evidence that pages 83 to 97 have bean cut out. 


HORT (cont'd) 
yoo COT IT oor} 
He BANGS his fist down on the steering wheel, again and again 
and again. 
MOR? (cont'd) 
You out it out, you son of a bitch} 


How did you do that?! You cut it out, 
you cut it out, you out tt oati 


Mort hears a voice from inside the car, a familiar voice. His 
own voios, 


INNER VOICE [0.8.)} 
How would he do that? 


MORT 
I deon*t know. He did it though. 


INKER VOICE (0,8.) 


Oxay. 
(pauas) 
How? 
MORT 
I DON'T KNOW! 
Ext CABIN - DRIVEWAY DAY 121 


Tha car door opens and Hort climbs out, stepping on a bundle of 
white printed pages right beneath the driver's window. He 
stalks across the driveway toward the house. The voice follows 


hing. 


INNER VOICE (0.8.) 
It doern't make sense. 


BORT 
ahut up. 


121 


122 


123 


96. 02/22/2003 


CONTINUED: 122 


He winces as an image flickers through his aind: 


MORT'S MEWTAL IMAGE (MOTEL ROOM) 122 


is that same acene from the motel room, the one we've sean twice 
before, his point of view as he races in on Amy and Ted, then 

the camera whips around, sees Mort's face, and it'a fierce with 
anger. We see tor tha first tims he'a holding something in one 


hang. But before we can sae what it is -- 

INT CABIN = LIVING ROOM DAY 133 
Mort BANGS through the door and drops onto the couch, center 
dushion, arms foldad across his chest. Yet again, he finds 
himself face to face with -- 


~~ Shooter's hat. Still eitting on his coffees table. Waiting 
for him. 

Mort sits forward. This time he picks it up. He looks at it 
carefully.. : And then, for no reason vhatsoaver and without a 
moment's thought ==- 

-~ be puts it on. He shudders once, the way you do at a 


mouthful of strong liquor., But that passes. He smooths the 
brim. It fits quite well, sectnally. 


ACROSS THE. ROOM, 


the mirror over the entry table fills with Mort as he stands up, 
hat on hia head, and walks forward. He positions himself in 
front of the mirror. The hat completely covers his hair and 
just touches the tops of his ears. 


nr 2 
Mort’s Inner Volce speaks up again -- quiet, gently prodding. 


INNER VOICE (0.5.) 
Why'd you put it on? 


HORT 
I don't know. 
| INWER VOICE {0.8.} 
-. Maybe he wanted you to, 


At this moment, we'xra looking at Mort straight on. We start to 
move, to creap around him to his right side. 


; NORT 
Why would he want me to put on bis hat? 


INNER VOICE (0.5.,) 
Maybe he wants you to... 


123 


97. 02/32/2003 


CONTINVED: 123 


NORT 
Yeah? 


No anawer. Wa settle into s full profile. Mort turns and looks 
directly at us for the first tins. 


HORT (cont'd) 
Wants me to vhat? 


A face noves in slowly from the side of the frame and whispers 
in Mort's ear -- it's Mort’a face. Mort‘a Innar Voice has been 
given body, Mort's body. Same guy, came clothes. Two Morts, 
side by side. ‘alk about talking to yourself... 


INHER VOICE 
. to get confused. 


MORT 
I'm already confused, Pligrin. 


: Bo sooner is that last werd out of his mouth than he wishes he 


could snatch it back out of the air. He whisks Shooter's hat 
orf hia haad and tosses it into a corner. 


INSER VOICE 
Yeah. Yeah, what about that? 


MOR? 
What about what? 


INNER VOICE 
“Pilgrim.” 


Rathex than answer, Kort turns and stalks out of the room. We 
go with him {sane shot) as be passes the staircase, where his 
Inner Voice is now leaning against the railing. 


INKRER VOICE {cont’d) 
“Shooter's Knob,“ 


Mort teaches the kitchen doer but stops, as his Inner Voice ia 
already leaning against it. 


INSER VOICE {cont'd} 
Half a dozen other details you've bean 
ignoring. 


Mort just steres at him, breathing hard. The Voice takes a step 
forward. They are nose to nose, both suddenly quite calm. 


INNER VOICE (cont'd) 
Are all of these things coincidences? 


Am 
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123 CONTINUED: (2) 


MORT 


(defensive } 
I'm wearing his bruises, aren't I? 


The Inner Voice doesn't answer, just holds his eye. 


WORT [cont d) 
Aren’t I? 


INNER VOICE 
àre you? 


Mort rips his shirt off angrily, rotates his arms out, goes to 
the exact spot where the bruises were yesterday. 


But now they're not thers. 


NORT 
It dosen't... 


Ee searches, paws his fleab. 


HORT (cant’d} 
It doasno't makes sanse! 


INNER VOICE 
Would you likes to hear something that 
does make aanse? 


Actually, no, Hort would rather not. He turns and heads for tha 
door, reaches for the keys on the hook -- 


-== but the Innar Voice is there ahead of him, leaning against 
the wall next to the hook, 


INKER VOICE {cont'd} 
Call the police. 


Mort turns to the front door bunt it BANGS shut ahead of hin, his 
Innez Voice is leaning against it. 


. INBER VOICE (cont'd) 
Call Dave Newsome and tell hin to coms 
down here and lock you up. 


MORT 
If I could get a knife and cut you out 
of me... 


He turns away, but ths Inner Volge is right behind hin. 


INKER VOICE 
Before you can do any more damage. 


Q- 
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123 


123 CONTINUED: (3) 


124 


125 


MORT 
I’m warning youl 


Be turns again =- Inner Voice is thare too. All around him now, 
wherever he turns before be even turns there. 


INKER VOICE 
Before you kill anyone else. 


HORT 
I'LL KILL YOU? 


But suddenly the Inner. Voice is gone, and Mort is standing alone 
in the empty living room, chest heaving, screaming at the walls. 
He holds his head in pain, because here comes another mental 


image, and this one's a doosy: 


_MORT'S MENTAL IMAGE (HOTEL KOON} 124 


is that shot in the motel room, the startled lovers, the enraged 
husband, Mort holding something, and for the first tine we see 
what it ia. 


A gun. 


Held in front of him in a shaking hand, and now we understand 
why Any and Ted weren‘t just shocked and eambarrasaed and upset, 
they were terrified, because Nort is SCREAMING at them, RAVING 
like a lunatic, waving that gun around, shoving it between Ted's 
taath, snarling and spitting and completely out of control. 


INT LIVING ROOM DAY 125 
Mort shakes his head to chase away the memory. 


MORT 
It was unioadad. 


The Inner Voice is in his ear, it circles him now, walking 
aronnd and around him in ever-tightening circles, always in his 
ear, inches away no matter where Mort turns. 


INNER VOICE 
Was it? 

HORT 
Yaa! 

INSER VOICE 
Was it, Nort? 

KORT 


I told them! 


@- 
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125 CONTINUED: 


106. 
INNER VOICE 
Was it really unloaded? 
HORT 
Any believed me. 
IHHER VOICE 
You almost killed them. You wanted to. 
MORT 
The gun waa HOT loaded! 
INNER VOICE 
You stiil want to. 
MORT 
Shut up! 
INSER VOICE 


Listen te ma. Because this is how it 
happens. This is bow it happens to 


people, 


KORT 
Skut up! 
ISNER VOICE 
There is no John Shooter. 
NORT 
Ro! 
INNER VOICE 
There never has beson. 
HORT 
I do not accapt that! 
INNER VOICE 
You invented hin. 
KORT 


I do not accapt that at alll 


INHER VOICE 
Listan to ma, not to him. Before it's 
too late, bafore you~ 


MORT 
SHUT THE FUCK UF AND LEAVE ME ALONE! 


02/12/2003 
125 
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101. 02/12/2003 
125 


125 CORTINUED: {2} 


Ee picks up a heavy ashtray -~ a dog standing over a large 
marble basin that's supposed to be for the cigarette butts, ge 
figars -- and hurls it at the Inner Voice as hard as he can. 


But of course the Inner Voice is gone before Mort aven releases 
and the ashtray SMASEES into the wall just over the entry table. 
It puts a large dant in the plaster and opens up a crack. 


It's a mall crack that originates in the middle of the crease 
made by the ashtray. Sut as Nort watches -- 


==- the orack grows. It creeps all the way up the wall, 
CRUNCHING the plaster apart as it grows. Before Mort's 
wondering ayeas, the crack creeps across the csiling ovar his 
head, zig-zagging ita lightning bolt way right down tha center 
ef the room, directly above Nort, and finally crawling down the 
fax wall, ending in the corner where he has thrown Shooter's 
hat, now resting cock-eyed against the wall. 


Mort stands very still in the middle of the room, staring at the 
hat. 
MORT (cont‘d} 
What is happening to me? 


He turns around, catches sight of himsalf in the mirror, and 
GASPS in horror -- ; 


-= Decause Shooter's hat is on bhis head sgain. 


He whips it off and hurls it across the room. The het skips 
twice off tha floor, and comes to a stop in the doorway of tha 


study ~~ 


~~ where John Shooter is leaning against the deorjam. He picks 
up the hat and twirls it lightly on one finger, smoking a Pail 
Mall with his free hand. 


l MORT {cont ’d) 
(backing away} 
You don’t arist. 


SHOOTER 
Oh, I exist, Mr. Rainey. 


Mort backs right isto tha wall. Shooter advances on him. 


SHOOTER (cont ‘d) 
I eriat because you made me. You 
thought me up. Gave me my name. Told 
me averything you wanted mea to do. 
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102. 02/12/2003 


CONTINUED: (3) 125 


Mort is horrified, holding his head as the truth pours into his 
eonsciousnass. We sea flashes of his thoughts as Shooter talks: 


EIT AHY'E EOCUSE NIGHT 126 


(This image and all the flashbeck imagas that follow fly by 
Yast, fractured and jarriag. } 


We're locking through the window of Mort's study again, the one 
at the bouse in Riverdale, before it burnad down. We see 
Shooter's shadow on the wall, thst crazy hat. But we're closer 
this time, and in a flash of light we see Shooter's faca below 
the hat, but of course it isn't Shooter's face at ail but Mort's 
face, Mort burnad down the house. 


INT CABIN = STUDY DAY 127 
Shooter is drawing closer. 
SHOOTER 
You had a job cof work needed doing. 
128 


EXT BOWIE'S STORE DAY 


A shot we haven't seen before, it's morning on Main Street, and 
Ken Kelsch is walking toward the front door of Bowia's Store 
when Hort steps out from a doorway and intercepts him. 


FELSCE 
Thought we said nine? 


HORT 
I called Tom. He said to pick hin up. 


IRT CABIN - STUDY DAY 129 


Shooter's aloser stiil. 


SHOOTER 
Didn't have the stomach to de it 
yourself. But you knew I did. 


INT GRERNLEAP'S CAR | DAY 139 


Tom Greenleaf, alive again, is driving his Scout, Ken Keisch is 
in back, Mort is in the passenger seat, 


MORT 
Right up there, Tom! Wa were standing 
right there. 


130 
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103.. 02/12/2003 


CONTINUED: 130 


GREENLEAF 
{sick about this} 
I know, Mort, I saw you. I didn’t want 
to say it in front of him -- 
(jerks a thumb back at Keisch) 
-- but you were aloze. 


INT TOM'S CAR {PLASHBACK) DAY 131 


Fron Tom's point of view, we're driving down Lake Drive on that 
sunny day. We see a figure up ahead, standing by the side of 

the road <= it's Mort, standing there by himself. Tom waves to 
him, Mort tips a finger back at him in that practiced, country 


way. 
INT TOM'S CAR DAY 132 
Mort laughs disarmingly at Tom'a nervousness. 


MOET 
I know, I can explain. Just pull over. 


As Greenleaf turns the wheal, we drop down nart to Mort's leg 
and see his fingers close around the handle of tha hatchet, the 
one that will soon be buried in Ken Kalsch's head. 

INT CABIN ~ STUDY DAY 133 


Shooter ie right in cur face. 


SHOOTER 
J did them things so you wouldn't have 
to. 
EXT LAKE DRIVE DAY 134 


Outside the Scout now, we saa Mort whip around from tha front 
seat and SMACK tha hatchet down in the middle of Ken Kelach'‘s 
skull. We hear Tom Greenleaf's horrified SHRIEK, but it's 
abruptly cut off as Mort turas to his a split-second later and 
drives the screwdriver home in the middls of his forehead. 


INT CABIN - BATHROOM HIGHT 135 


In the shower in his cabin, Mort cleans up, blood swirls down 
the drain. 


INT CABIN - LIVING ROOM DAY 136 


Mort awakens, stratcheg, grabo his arms and back, can't believe 
how unbelievably sore he is. Now we know why. 


104. 02/12/2003 


po 
? 137 Int CABIN - STUDY DAY 147 


Shooter milsa. 
SHOOTER 


offhand, I'd say you're the one don't 
exist. Not anymore, Hot really. 


HORT 
What do you want? 


SHOOTER 
You tell ma. Am I done yet? Wa got 
things all oleaned up around here? 
{mo answer) 
Do wa? 


HORT 
I don't know! 


SEOOTER 
Think on it. What's the real reason I 


coma for? 
a MOR? 


© l fix your story. 


SHOOTER 
That's right. 


' KORT 
Fix the anding. 


SHOOTER 
And how exactly de you suppose you 
cughta do that? 


Outaide, they hear the sound of tires oa gravel. Thay both turn 
in time -~ 


-= to see Aamp's car drive past the front doar. 


They look at aach other. 


SHOOTER {cont'd} 
"Todd Downey thought that a woman who 
wonold steal your love whan your love 
was really all you hed was not muck of 
a vanan., * 


Mort takes a step straight forward, but that's whare Shooter is 
standing, ao when he moves ahead == 


s5 


Q- 


@` 
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137 CORTINUED: 


138 


-~ he passes right through Shooter, whose image falla all to 


pieces, but they're sticky pieces, and they. dissolve and cling 


te Mort at the same time, it’s like walking through a spiderweb. 


Shooter is gone. Or maybe Shooter vas right, and Mert‘s the one 
who's gone. Because when Mort finishes Shooter's quotation, he 
is speaking with Shooter's voice and moving with his mannerisms. 


He is Shooter. 


HORT 
“Ee therefore decided to kill ber," 


Ee turns and Icoks at the mirror again, and from this angle he 
can see the driveway, and Amy's car parked in it. Wa move 
toward the mirror, fast, than wa go throug’ the mirror and zoom 
im on Amy and in that seme shot wa find ourselves -=-= 


EX? CABIN DAT 138 


=- out in the driveway as Amy SLAMS the deor of hear car. she 
takes one step and stops, her attention caught by something in 


the drivevay. 


It's a sock, Part of it is a rusty red color. Odd. She looks 
up fron it. 


ANY 
Mort? 


No answer. She starts walking toward the cabin. Up ahead, some 
white pages are fluttering on the driveway next to Mort's car. 


She stoops down, picks one up, It's page 63 of Fllery Queen's 
Mystexy Magazine, lying right where Mort dumped it after he cut 
it out of his own magazine. 


It's a short story: 


Sawing Saason 
short fiction by Morten Rainey 


That’s weird. Amy doesn't like it. She lets go of the page, it 
flaps away in the light breeze, 


Now she really takes in the view of the cabin, and there are a 
faw more details that aren't quite the way we've been seeing 
them. ‘The acresn door, for example, which is hanging from ona 
broken hinge. Anda single shoe sitting on the front step of 
the cabia, must go with the sock in the driveway. 


Amy passes the garbage cabinet and hears Zlies BUZZING. She 
looks over at the spot where Bump had bean pinned to the wood. 


e 
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139 


Seo Bump, of coursa, Mort did bury her, but the wood is steined, 
big dark red chunks of dog stuck to it, flies feeding on it. 


With a growling senze of alarm, Amy steps up to the secraen door 
and pesra through. 


ANT {cont'd} 
Mort? 
{no ansvar) 
You home? 


Brill no answer. She pute a hand on the door ~-= 


INT CABIN - LIVING ROOM DAY 139 
-=-= and steps inside. She stops, locking around the room in 
shook, 


The outside of the house was a mass, but inside is a dinastar. 
Half-eaten "meals“ are on plates around the room, the files are 
feasting on these too. The ashtray with the dog on it is buried 
in the wall, where it has started a small crack, about a foot 
long. The trash can is full and has overflowed onto the floor. 
Paper is littered everywhere. It looks as if Mort has axhuned 
avery copy of every manuscript he had in the place and strewn 
tha pages arcund the room, 


In short, the room looks nothing like it.did two minutes ago, 
when wa were looking at it through Mort's ayes. But as we nov 
kuow, those are very unreliable eyes indeed. 


Worst of all, everywhere, everywhere is ons word. Tha word is 
SHOOTER. 


It's written on the walls in chalk and ink, it's sprayed on the 
window twice in what looks liks dried whipped cream -~ and 
there's the Redi-Whip can on tha floor under the window to prove 


it, ' 


“Shooter” is written on the stair railings in pencil, neat 
columns stacked on top of each othar liks addition problems. 
It's even carved into the cherry wood coffee tabla in great 
jagged letters threa feet high, like a grotesque declaration of 
love == SHOOTER, 


The screwdriver ha used to do the carving is lying on tha 
tabletop. It's è familiar-lsoking screwdriver, with a red 
chipped handla, and dried red stuff on its steel shaft, We'va 
seen this gcrewdrivar before. Twica. 


AMY 
{a whisper) 
Kort? 


139 


140 


167. 02/12/2003 


CONTINUED: 133 


She hears a sound. She turns, looks in the direction of Mort's 
study. The door is closed again. 


She walke toward it, kicking the issue of Filerp Queen on the 
floor on the way. She daesa't aotica, 


Sbe puts a band on the door to the study and pushes it open. 


Tut CABIN - STUDY DAY 146 


The door swings wide and Amy takes a step into the study. The 
first thing she notices is Mort's computer monitor, which has 
been swept off the dask and is lying on its side on the floor, 


where it imploded. 
On the desk in ite place is an old Royal typewriter. A typed 


manuscript is neatly stacked on top of it, Amy takas a quick 
look around the room and walks toward it «- 


== passing Mort, who is standing just behind the door, hands 
folded primly behind his back, Shooter's hat parched atop his 


head. = 


She dosen't notice. And he doesn't move. Amy crosaas the room 
to the desk and comes around behind it, peering down at the 


manuscript. The title page is on top: 


Secret Window, Sacret Garden 
by John Shooter 
Amy stares at it, puzzled, 


ANY 
(t mutter} 
John shooter... ? 


She looks up and sees “Shooter” is also written on the walls of 
this room, across the walls in a nearly straight line. she 
follows the line, but as she nears the end of it, the last cone 
doesn't say “Shooter” anymore, somehow it has avolved into two 
words, two words that are right over Mort's head: 

| SHOOT BER 
Amy GASPS, seeing Nort and the words at tha same time, 
Ehe's acarad as hall, tries to sound normal, fails. 


AMY (cont‘d@) 
BL, 


He dosan‘t reply, just stares at her. 


Q- 
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140 CONTINUED: 140 
She looks at the hat. 
AMY (cont'd) 
Where'd you find that old thing? The 
attic? 
He still doesn't answer, but bis face twitches, and as it 
twitches, we ses a thought that flashes through his mind: 

14) EXT RUMMAGE SALE DAY 141 
Mort, younger, is at a rummage sale in the country with Amy. He 
puts the hat on, turns around to face her, smiling. He affects 
a Southern accent, sounds just like Shooter. 

MOET 
Time to plant the north forty, ma'am, 
142 INT CABIN ~ STUDY DAY 142 


The flinch goes away as Mort banishes the menory. He smiles. A 
Shooter smile. He speaks softly, as Shooter. 


MORT 
It's gp hat. Wasn't svar anybody 
else's. 

AMY 


Mort? What's wrong? What's- 


NORT 
You got you a wrong number, woman. 
Ain‘t no Mort here. Mort's dead. He 
did a lot of squirmin around, but in 
the end he couldn't lia to himself 
anymore, let alone to me. I nevar put 
a hand on him, Mra. Rainey. I awear. 
He took the coward's way out. 


Amy locks around the room. One door, and Mort's standing right 
next to it. 
ANY 
Why are you talking that way? 
MORT 
This is just. the way I talk. Everybody 
dowa in Miss‘ippi talks this way. 


AMY 
Mort, stop it! 


e- 
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142 CONTINUED: 


MORT 
Don't you understand what I said? You 
ain't deaf, are you? Ha's dead. He 
killed himself. 


AMY 


[starting te cry) 
You're scaring ma... 


MORT 
Don't matter. 


He takes his hands out from bahind his back, In one of them he 
holda a pair of scissors. 


NORT (cont'd) 
{walking toward her) 
You won't be scarad long. 


She stays still for a moment, in total disbelief, but than snaps 
out of it. She bolts for the door. 


Mort lunges toward her, bringing the scissors down in a silver 
aro ~-= 


=- but his foot slips on the loose papers on the floor and ha 
falla, missing her by a few inches. The blades stab into the 
hardwood floor, right through page nine of “Secret Window, 
Becret Garden.” 


Mort's mouth BANGS off the floor and sprays blood. A half- 


smoked package of fall Malla shoots out of his shirt pocket and 
slides acroas tha wooden floor. 


Mort yanks the scissors from the floor and gets up on hia knees, 
amiling and snarling through the blood running over his lips and 


teeth. 


HORT (cont’d} 
Won't de you no help, Mra. Rainey] 


He checks the scissors, seas their blunted tips, and tosages thes 
impatiently aside as he gets to his feet. : 


XORT {cont‘d) 
I got a place fer you! ZI got it all 
picked out! 


Ha walks out the door after her. 


Q- 
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EXT CABIN - DRIVEWAZ DAY 143 


Amy races down the front steps of the cabin and to her car. She 
throws open tha door and leaps inside, SLAMMING down the locks. 


Through the passanger window, we see Mort walk calmly out of the 
house after her. she fumbles for bar keys, pawing for the right 


ona, 


Mort walks toward the car, bending down when he gets near it, 
just out of our sight, below the window line. 


Amy jams tha kay in the ignition -- 
-> Mort stands up next to the passenger window -- 
om Amy turns the key and the angíne ROARS to lifa -- 


«= and Mort SHASHES the boulder he picked up through the 
passenger winder. 

fo Amy's credit, she doesn't scream, doasn't lat herself gat 
distracted. She reaches over for the gear shift {it's a atick 
shift) and starts to jam it into reverse. 


But Mort lunges through the windew and grabs hold of that hand, 
gets her hard by the wriet. Amy fights him, shoves the car into 


reverse anyway. 


The car starts to move, but Mort's half in it, and he's got both 
hands on her now. 


Amy shoves a foot down on the gas, Mort pulls her with all his 
strength —— 


-= and hauls her right out through the broken pagsengar window 
as the car rolls away. 


How Amy SCREAMS as her lags rake over the jagged broken glass in 
the window frame. She THUDS to the ground on the gravel 
driveway as her car rolls in a broad, backward semi-circle, 


SLANKING ass-end into a tree and coming to a atop. 


INT CABIN - LIVING ROOM DAY 144 
Mort BANGS through the screan door of the cabin, dragging Amy 
behind him, a firm grip on her hair. She's half-crawling, 
trying to stop him or at least keep up, it hurts like hell. 


Mort reaches the coffee table and grabs the screwdriver, the one 
he used on the dog and Tom Greenleaf. 


5 
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CONTINUED: 144 


HORT 
{still Shooter) 
Ba still, will you. 


He knocks her over onto her back, raises the ecrewdriver, and 
brings it down. Amy SHERIEKS and rolls away ~- 


==- but the screwdriver buries in her calf. Now she SCREANS. 
Ee pulls the blade cut and she rolls over, crawling avay from 
him fast. 
MORT (cont’d) 
Ho, ma'am. 
He grabs her by the ankle. 
HORT (cont 'dj 
Jo, ma’ an. 
Amy swings her other leg around hard and connects with his nose, 
breaking it with a wat SNAP. i 
He turns and looks back at her as blood runs down his lip. 


. MORT (cont'd) 
I'm about done fussin with you. 


She drags herself to her feet and races toward the back door. 
Her right loafer, Zilling with blood, SQUELCHES and BMOOCHES on 


her foot, : 
She hits the screen door with both hands =-= 


EX? CABIN ~- LAKE SIDE DAY 145 


== and staggers out into the back yard. Mort flies out tha door 
behind har and SLAMS inte her, a hard tackle. She hits the 
ground on her stomach, all his waight on her, and the air 
WHOOSHES out of her. 


Mort climbs off of her and flips her over. She's GASPING, the 
wind knocked cut of her, unable tò breathe for the moment, 
certainly unable to stand. 


Mort gets up, looks around -- 


~~ and grabs the shovel out of the pile of dirt in the back 
yard, 
KORT 


I am sorry, Missus. None of this was 
my idea. It was Mr. Rainey all along. 
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145 CONTINUEZD: 145 
R > ANY 
(dexperate for air) 
Mort... 
l HORT 
‘Cause right is right. And fair is 
fair. 
He comes over and stračđdles her, holding the shovel in both 
hands, 
ANT 
You are..,. 
HORT 


And something has got to be done. 


AMY 
You are Mort Rainey... 


MORT 
I got a place for you. 


Es hefts the shovel. 


eo. ` ANY 
Fou are Mort Rainey. 


KORT 
I got it all picked out. 


He raises the shovel over bis bead, about to bring it down on 
her. 


ANY 
YOU ARE WORT RAINEY! 


Mort pauses. (I we're listening carefully at this point, we 
might have just heard car tiras on gravel.) 


AMY (cont'd) 
YOU ARS MORT RAINEY; YOU ARE NORT 
RAINEY! 


Mort's brow furrows. The shovel lowers, slightly at first. 
no tone changes, becomes more soothing, she's trying like 
hell. 


AMY (cont'd) 
You are Hort Rainey. Your name is Mort 


ft Rainey , 
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CONTINUED: (2) 145 


The shovel lowers evan more, Mort's thinking like crazy now, 
evan cocking his head like a dog. 


AMY (cont'd) 
Bay it. Your name. Mort Rainey. 


The shovel Lowers even more, ha's holding it across his waist 
now. Is this it? Has she done it? Have her words raached hin? 


At that very momant, we hear THUNDERING FEET inside the houss, 
we see the outline of a man racing through the house, he calls 


out a name, we recognise the voice -- 


TED (0.5.} 
AMY?! 


-- and the back screen door BANGS open and Ted comes barraling 
outside, just in time to mest ~- 

== MORT’S SHOVEL, which he brings across his chest in a two 
hundred and seventy degree basaball swing that catches Tad full 
in the face. 


No. Amy’s vorde did not reach Mort. 


He was juet listening. 


Ted flies off his feet and lands on his back on the stairs, 
SNAPPING two vertebrar. 


Amy SCREAMS. She watohes aa, in a lash, Nort is standing over 
Tad, raising the shovel again, this tina like a long~handled axe 
over hig head, and he brings it down on Ted's head, 


Wa don't see the death blow, but Ted’s head sounds pratty much 
as you'd think it would, like an overripe watermelon. 


Amy SCREAMS one more time, for good measure. Mort turns to her, 
in no moed to fuck around any longer, he walks toward her aad 
raisas the shovel up over his head and hesitates, just holding 
it up there, over his head, deciding whether or not to end this 
thing, and in that instant of indecision everything goes 


BLACK. 


EIT BOWIE'S STORE DAY 146 
Downtown Tashmore Lake on a lovely fall day. The leaves hava 
changed, so a few months must have gones by. Mort's Buick parks 
in front of Bowis's Store. 


5 
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CONTINUED: 146 


Mort climbs out and heads inte the store, WHISTLING. Two women, 
the same two woman who watched him when he cama out of the post 
offica with the Fed Ex package, stop whera they are on the 
sidewalk as he approaches. 


MORT 
‘Morning, ladies! 


The Women stare. The First Woman whispers somathing to the 
Second Woman. This time, the Second Woman does not laugh. They 


are efraid of hin, he’s 0,7, in Brentwood. 


INT BOWIE'S STORE DAY . 147 


Mort breszes inside. 


HORT 
Hiya, Gerda! 


Gerda doesn't look at him, doesn't answer. The entire place 
tanpes, 


Mort heads for the back counter, not the diner part, but tha 
store part. Às he passes the usual Department of Public Works 
goys having their breakfast at the counter, they turn their 
haads, one by one. After be passes. Hot before. Thare is no 


eye contact this time. 
AT THE BACK, 


Mort cheerdiy picks s few items off the shelves, bringa them 
over to the counter as Gerda meets him reluctantly at ths 


register. 


HORT (cont’d) 
Ho time for breakfast today, I'm 
afraid. : 


Garda rings up the items. There's butter. Morton Balt. A 
stack of napkins. 


Garda never loocks at hin. 


GERDA 
Six twenty~six. 


Mort PLUBKS down a ten. 
MORT 
How's business? 


Gerda hands him his change, finally looks him in the esye. 
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147 CONTINUED: 147 
GERDA 
Been better. 
HORT 
Ab, it'll pick up. Always does, “To 
averything there is a season.” Thanks, 
Gerda! 
He takes his bag and leaves, Gerda watches him go. 
CUT TO: 
140 


146 


145 


EXT CABIN DAY 


Mort's cabin, Mort's Buick parked in front. The trees changing 
color. You knew, this place is just absolutely beautiful. 


A police car rolis slowly into the driveway, “Tashmore Lake 
Sheriff's Department" on the side. 


IRT CABIN - LIVING ROOM DAY 143 


The back door opena and Mort comes into the cabin from the back, 
carrying a basket of something from outside. 


DAVE NEWSOME 
{through the sorsan) 
Mr, Rainay? 


Mort jumps, startled. He smiles when he recognizes Newsome. 


MORT 
Dave! You startled me. 
DAVE NEWEOKME 
May I coma in? 
HORT 


Uh... can you come back? I'ma little 
busy right zow. 


«DAVE NEWSOME 
‘Praid not, Mr. Rainey. Official 
visit. 


But without another word, Hort just turns and walks into the 
kitchen, carrying his basket. 


Dave is surprised. fe opensa the screan door and comes insida. 
He Rears a bumping and CLANGING from the kitchen and walks 


slowly toward the swinging door. 


He pushes it open. 


t50 
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INT CABIN ~ KITCHEN DAT 150 


One hand still on the door, Newsome gradually reveals the view 
into the kitchen. The place is a foul, fetid mesa. There are 
stacks of rotting corn husks everywhere, a hnge pot boiling on 
the stova. 

Mort chucks the basket he was carrying into a corner of the 
kitchen beside two cthars. It's full of freshly picked ears of 
cora. 


Newroma looks around, shocked. Mort's at the stove now, putting 
on hot pads to remove tha boiling pot. 


MORT 
Told you, Dave, I'm kinda swamped. 


Ha carries the pot over to the sink and duspa it into a large 
strainer there. ‘The boiling watar and bright yellow ears of 
eorn tumble out and steam billows up over Mort's head in a great 


hot ciond. 


HORT (cont'd) 
Harvest time. 


. DAVE NEWSOHE 
50 I see. 


Mort polls off ths het pads and plucks the atill~steaming sars 
of corn from the strainer, plaging tham in a bowl one by one. 


Pause, then out with it: 


DAVE HEWSOHE (cont'd) 
We finally found Tom Greanleaf's car. 
Seems it wac at the bottom of Dunsmoor 
Quarry. 


Xort doesn't answer, just carries the bowl of corn to the table 
and has a seat. 


. _ DAVE NEWSOME {cont'd) 
And old Tom was in it, along with 
another body. Too decayed to identity 
right off, but I got a hunch it's gonna 
turn out to be that private 
investigstor you hired down in the 
city. But I expect you knew that 
eizeady. 


Mort still doesn't answer. He picks an ear of corn and jabs two 
of those prongy corn~eater things into the ands. Basier to eat 
that way, you don't gat your fingers messy. 


e- 


117. 62/12/2003 


150 CONTINUED: 130 


DAVE NEWSOME (cont’d} 
And we found a wristwatch in the car, 
too. I don't think there's @ soul in 
town has any doubt it's gonna turn out 
to be yours. Hot with that 
dngcription. Yeah, you had us running 
in circles for a few months there, I'll 
give you that. Wa may never find what 
you did with the body of your wife and 
Tad Milner, but we got ancugh now. 


Hort alathers some butter over the hot sar of corn, it melts and 
drips onto the plate. 


DAVE NEWSOME {cont'd} 
Thera's a half dozen fellas from tha 
FBI on thair way up here right now to 
put yonu under arrest. Should ba hare 
in three or four minutes. I just 
wantad to tall you syself. 


Mort sprinkles salt on tha corn. 


DAVE NEWSOHE (cont'd) 
Did you hear what I said? You're going 
to jail, Mr. Rainey, and you won't be 
coming out. 


HORT 
Oh, I'm not worried about that. The 
only thing that matters is the ending. 
He was right to push me on it. It's 
the most important part of a story, the 


ending , 
He looks up at the Shariff, his face full of the modest pride of 
craftsmanship. 


MORT (cont'd) 
I think I got it right this tine. A 
perfect ending. 


He holds the sar of corn up in front of him, studies the shiny 
yellow kernels, the beautiful cozing buttar, the bright white 
flakes of aalt. He recites from mamory, in Shooter’s voice: 


MORT (cont ‘d} 
“I know I can do it," Todd Downey said, 
helping himselY¥ to anothar ear of corn 
from the steaming bowl. “I'm sire that 
tn time every bit of hey will be gone 
and her deati will be a mystery. Evan 
to re.” 
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CONTINUED: {2} 150 


He leenz forward to take a bite, clearing our line of vision, 
and we notice somathing waving outside his kitchen window. 
Corn stalks, 

We drift toward the waving green stalks, across the kitchen, out 
the open window -- 

Ext HOUSE - LAKE SIDE DAY 


~~ and into the middle of the garden. Once a bare patch of 
dirt, it's mow full eof seven foot corn stalks, their tassels 


CLICKING against one another in the light breeze. 


151 


We keep drifting, but down now, down the lengths of the stalks, 
down where the irreguiar shafts of sunlight barely strike, past 
the base of the stalks, down to tha dirt and then isto the dirt, 
still moving, underground new, following tha roots of the corn 


stalxs into the moist black sarth. 


They go deep, these roots, thick at first, then thinner, thinner 
still, we're six feet underground now and still following the 
spidery tandriis of sorn root down, past the corpse of Bump the 


dog, all the way down ~- 


~~ Into the dacomuposing bodies ef Any Rainey and her lover. 


INT ZITCHEN DAY 152 


KORT 
Perfect, 
CRUNCH! 


Mort sinks his teeth into the corn and tears the kernels free, 
butter running down his chin. 


FADE OUT. 


